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November 23. 2012 


His eyes looked exactly as | remembered them. Dark, piercing. Not quite brown, a little greyish. Unique, for 
sure. Those eyes | haven't been able getting out of my head for nearly 25 years. Still | felt a shiver running 
down my spine as he kept eying me with that intensive stare, trying to figure out who | was. | couldn't help 


feeling my heart breaking a little more each second he wasn't responding. 
He really looked good. A little worn out, maybe. But we all did after this this long time. We weren't teenagers 


anymore. 


So there | was again. Standing in front of Izzy Stradlin, feeling dizzy because of his stare. As if I've ever got to 
forget those eyes. Damn. It really was a long time ago. 

And he still was sexy as hell. Wearing a black 3 piece suit. His dark hair short and slightly streaked grey, 
partially covered by a black hat. 

He looked different. But | bet | did, too. Time had been good to me though. | still didn't look much older than 38 
and dressed casual most of the time. This time | was also wearing blue jeans and an old Ramones shirt. That 
was really an old one. But I'd chosen it for a reason: | wore this when | met him the first time. | wanted him to 


remember me. But it didn't seem like he did. 


He smiled at me and | felt my knees turned to jelly. God, damn. 

‘Ana from Cali, huh?! He asked plainly. 

My hope rose. Maybe he did remember me? | must have left a mark, right? He surely did leave one. I've 
never really gotten over him. 

‘We spent a whole day together in Mountain View. Back in ‘88: | replied hopefully. 

He watched me again for a couple of seconds. 

‘Was it good” He asked. 

| was dumbfounded. Was he kidding me? What did that mean? Didn't he remember anything at all? Maybe I'd 
been romanticizing things too much in the past. My heart broke. 

| shouldn't have felt that way. Not anymore. What we had was more than two decades ago. | had a job, a kid, a 
life. 


| gave him a small smile and said ‘Yeah, it was good: 


KK 
A few days earlier 


'Mom! | heard my daughter Melissa yell while the front door slammed shut. God, | missed her like crazy since 
she left the house, but that wasn't a reason to yell every time she walked into the door now. 

Disconnecting the flatiron, | wondered what this was about again. | stepped down the stairs as | heard her yell 
from the kitchen ‘Mom! Where are you’. 

‘Coming: | rolled my eyes as | reached the hall downstairs. ‘God, honey. Could you please avoid yelling like a 
lunatic each time you walk into the door? 

When | reached the kitchen, Melissa stood at the counter smiling freakishly, waving something in her hand. 
‘You'll never guess what | have got! Her cheeks blushed in excitement. | smiled at her. She really was beautiful. 
Melissa had turned 23 in March and | couldn't be much more proud of her. She was tall and slim. With her 
black long hair and the piercing blue eyes she always attracted attention 


As a kid she had been difficult though. She had been a wild kid. Always busy, always on the run. I'd been 


worried a lot back then. | was glad she settled down a bit, figuring out what to do in life. Even though | never 
pushed her, | was relieved she went to college. She was really smart. But still restless sometimes. | wondered if 
she was still missing the father figure in her life. 

Robert had left when she was a kid. td never remarried. | thought it wouldn't work out anyway. The time with 


Robert had shown | wasn't made for marriage. 


‘Mom! You hear me? Melissa's voice brought me back to reality. 

‘Huh?! | didn't hear a single word she said. She waved again with those paper strips in her hand. Were that 
tickets? | looked at her suspiciously. 

‘| said: Do you know what that is? She grinned at me like she just won the lottery. 

| shrugged and turned to the coffee machine to pour me some fresh coffee. When | held out a mug to her 
she shook her head ‘Mom!!! She stomped her foot. | chuckled. Since she was a kid she used to stomp if she 
didn't get enough attention. 

‘Okay, okay, honey: | took a sip of coffee. ‘So tell me what you've got there: 

She grinned at me again and bounced a bit. | raised an eyebrow. That had to be something super special. 

‘| got us tickets for the..hold on. She took a deep breath and squeaked. ‘Guns ‘n' Roses show at the Joint in 
Vegas: While | stood there dumbfounded, she bounced again. 

Was she serious? | couldn't think straight. 

‘Vegas? Like in Las Vegas? | asked stupidly. 

‘Yeah. This is awesome, right?! Still grinning she handed me the tickets. 

What was this all about? 

‘And you wanna go with me? Why won't you take your friend Emma? What should | do in Vegas anyway? | 
shrugged and sipped my coffee. 

‘You're kidding, right? Mom, that's Guns 'r' fucking Roses! You used to tell me stories about these concerts all 
the time when | was young. | really want to see them. And | bet you do, too. She really was exited | almost 
felt bad that | wasn't that exited all. 

‘That's not Guns 'n' Roses anymore, honey. Today it's just the "Axl Rose show". There's nothing left of the 
original band: 

She kept grinning at me. ‘You don't know who's their special guest: 

| looked at her questioning. She bounced again and clapped her hands. ‘Mr. Izzy Stradlin himself. Yeah: 


| felt like someone swept the ground off my feet. Thank god | could get hold of the kitchen table to steady 
myself. Oh Jesus. Izzy would be at that show? Suddenly | was really scared to see him again 

Melissa must have seen me turning pale because she hurried to sit me down on one of the chairs. ‘Mom? You 
ok? You nearly fainted: 

| looked up to her and gave her a small smile. ‘I'm okay, honey. Its just.. Uhm.. really like to see Izzy again 
Thank you: 

She chuckled. ‘Yeah, figured. You still have a whole room with posters and pictures of him! Then she eyed me 
suspiciously. ‘| never gave it much thought, but is that why you and dad split up? Because totally starstruck?" 
What? Where did that come from? 

‘Look, your dad and | split up a long time ago. | guess | just didn't love him enough. | shrugged. ‘And I'm not 
starstruck: 


Melissa laughed. ‘Yes, you totally are. Your crush on him is totally childish, mom. But okay, | get it. He really 


was hot back then’ She gave me a serious look. ‘So we're going to Vegas, then? | just nodded. 
We were going to Vegas, | guessed. And the thought of seeing Izzy Stradlin again, made my heart beat faster. | 


was excited and freaked out at the same time. Suddenly all memories came rushing back. 


Road trip with the bleached blonde 


Author's Notes: 
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June 5. 1988 


Mountain View, California 


| was so excited to finally see my favorite band: Guns ‘n’ Roses. 

They were opening for Iron Maiden and my friend April and | came all the way from Monterey hitch-hiking. 

| had just turned IB and thought | could rule the world, make a difference or at least go fucking crazy. 

So we put on some skinny jeans, our favorite band shirts, grabbed our leather jackets and got on the road to 
see the hottest band in the US. They were really creating waves that time. GNR were the bad boys of rock 'n' 
roll and their debut record "Appetite for destruction’ was on its way up on the billboard charts. 

And the guys were fucking hot. Alice was totally into their front man Axl Rose. She would have done anything 


to meet him personally. 


April and me were traveling with some creepy trucker dude that dropped us off way to soon | was relieved to 
get away from that strange guy but April was furious. We really were scared we would never make it in time 
for Guns ‘n' Rose's opening. But we got lucky. 

Attracted by April's long legs, her perfect body and her bleached blonde hair, we managed to get us a ride 
with 3 other dudes that were also going to the same concert. They were more into Iron Maiden but we didn't 
mind. 

We had a lot of fun flirting with those guys and even if they were all drooling over April, | appreciated the 
free beer. 

Men were always into April. It was like she was born sexy with swinging hips, flipping her hair and her endless 
confidence. She could be a real drama queen sometimes though. | on the other hand was average. Small and 
skinny with long, brown hair and big eyes. | thought they're too big but April insisted that they were perfect 
and would make me always look totally innocent. She said guys were totally into the innocent kind of girl. Yeah, 


not that I'd noticed. 


‘Uhhhh... can you believe it, Ana? Guns ‘n’ fucking Roses. | can't wait to see Axl! 

April shifted in her seat of that crappy car of driver Ron and his mates Dennis and Marcus. | was praying 
instantly that this car would even make it to Mountain View, when a squeaking noise came out of the gearshift. 
Jesus, please don't let this piece of trash break down until we get there. 

‘Yeah. | rolled my eyes. ‘If we ever get there: 

‘God, Ana. Don't be a party pooper. Everything will be fine. Relax and have fun: April's elbow hit my ribs. 

‘You chicks are really into that trashy rock band with that girly singer? Ron chuckled. 

‘Yeah: Dennis turned in the front seat to face us. ‘Maiden is fucking headliner. They're gonna be awesome. That 


shit the other dudes play isn't metal at all’ 


April punched him on the arm and hissed ‘Axl Rose is fucking perfect, loser. | would totally fuck him: | rolled 
my eyes. 

‘Yeah sure, as if you wouldn't screw anyone else on that stage. | don't think you'd make any differences: Ron 
laughed. 

April gave him a bright smile. ‘Probably: 

| hit her ribs and laughed. ‘Slut: 

She eyed me. ‘Oh come on, Ana As if you'd say no to Izzy Stradlin. | bet you'd let him fuck you senseless: | 
chuckled. 

‘You chicks are scary. Jesus, how are we gonna get laid tonight if every chick wants to fuck one of the band? 
Ron said. 

‘Oh, Ronny: April tapped him on the shoulder. ‘Relax. As soon as | finish off Mr. Rose, the other girls will need 


a replacement: 


We arrived at the compound early and ditched the guys to look around and figure out a way to get backstage. 
April still wanted to screw Axl Rose. She was such a slut these days. 

Sure, | had done it too, but | had a boyfriend at college. | wouldn't go all groupie on some rock star. | couldn't 
understand why April was so being so wild about seeing Axl Rose. 

That was until | saw "him" for the first time. We were looking for the parking lot of the tour busses when one 
of the doors opened and a guy stepped out. | immediately recognized him as Izzy Stradlin. He was the rhythm 
guitar player of Guns 'n' Roses. 

He stepped out of the bus, putting his shades on and lighting a cigarette. Damn he was hot. 

I'd seen him in some magazines and on MTV but he looked way better standing in front of us, wearing black 
jeans, white button down shirt a black vest and his hair all messy. | couldn't take my eyes off him. 


April chuckled and | realized that she was staring at me. She was always good in reading people and she was 
sure as shit reading me like an open book. 

‘God, Ana. Wanna drop your pants right here and jump him in the parking lot? | blushed. 

‘Shut up. | don't even know the guy: 

‘Yeah, as if that would be a problem: She laughed. ‘I'd totally jump him. He's gorgeous. Fuck! Where's Axl? She 
eyed the parking lot, hoping to see her favorite singer. 

‘Come on. This is embarrassing. We hanging on that fence staring at thim like monkeys or something. Let's go: | 
was pulling on her arm. 

‘No way, Amy. He's like right over there. Maybe we have a chance to get in before this place is crowded with 
other girls: God, | knew what was coming next and felt really uncomfortable. 

April pulled a pack of cigarettes out of her pocket, took one out and flipped her hair. 

‘Hey! She called at Izzy. ‘You have a light?" 

He looked up and smirked. Man, she was really good at this. | felt a little jealous as he made his way up to us, 
looking at April and pulling a lighter out of his pocket. 

As he reached the fence he gave us a nod. ‘Ladies: Then he flipped open his zippo and reached out to April, 
lighting her cigarette. ‘Here you go, sweetheart: | fought down the urge to kick April's knee. Damn. Why were 
guys just over her all the time? 

‘So! April paused dramatically and exhaled the smoke of her cigarette. ‘You're that guitar guy from Guns 'n' 
Roses? He grinned at her. Man, did anyone notice me at all? | got pissed. 


‘Yeah. Name's Izzy He said without pulling the cigarette off his lips. God, he was so cool. 

April gave him a nod. ‘I'm April. This is my friend Ana’ She gave him a sweet smile. ‘She's totally in to you: 
Baaaam! | gave her a murderous glare before turning bright red God, that was embarrassing. 

But Izzy looked at me a couple of seconds and smiled. ‘Nice to meet you, Ana’ God, did he just notice me? | 
gave him a small smile, still avoiding to look him in the eye. 

‘Hey. Sorry. This is awkward. She's a real hand full, you know?" 

He chuckled. ‘Yeah, figured. She always gets what she wants? 

| laughed and nodded. ‘You're surprised? Guys are normally drooling on her: 

‘Hey! April said, her arms crossed in front of her nice cleavage. Her foot tapping. ‘You two remember l'm right 
standing here? 

‘You're funny, Ana. Wanna hang? We've got some time until the show and party afterwards: 

| was dumbfounded. Was he really asking us to come backstage and hang with him? Like this was the most 
normal thing in the world. 


That was going to be a day I'd never forget. | was sure of it. 


Been there, done that 
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November 21, 2012 


‘Come on, Mom. You must have something cool to wear’ Melissa rolled her eyes. She was annoyed. | could tell. 
Packing really wasn't my strength. 

After ripping apart my entire wardrobe, she was close to giving up on me. | chuckled. 

‘Honey, what do you expect me to wear? Fishnets and a miniskirt? I'm 42 for god's sake! She sat down on the 
bed and looked up to me. 

‘And? You're still hot. | won't let you go to a rock concert in plain jeans and t-shirt, mom: 

| shrugged. ‘I've been wearing skinny jeans and t-shirt to all concerts in the past. It always suited me well’ 
Melissa let out a groan ‘Mom, we could easily pass as sisters. | don't want you going with mom-clothes. | want 
you to look hot so we could sneak backstage: 

| laughed and raised an eyebrow. ‘So, you want to sneak backstage? Who are you hoping to meet? Axl Rose? 
He's 50 by now, honey: 

She made a face. ‘Eww. No way. But maybe we can hook you up with old Izzy Stradlin’ She wiggled her 
eyebrows like this was the best idea ever. She had no idea what she was talking about. 


| dug through my clothes. ‘Been there, done that: | mumbled to myself, not noticing that this came out a little 
bit lauder than intended. 

‘What?! Melissa jumped up. ‘You've got to be kidding me: Oh, crap. 

She looked at me suspiciously. ‘You never told me you were a groupie, mom. But | should've known that. Look at 
all those pictures of him‘ She groaned. ‘| knew it. | knew you and dad split up because of him. Did you cheat on 
dad during a concert or something?" 

God, this was it. That moment | hoped it would never come. 

| stopped folding my shirts and sighed. | sat down on the bed next to her and looked at her seriously. 

‘Honey. I've never been a groupie. Seriously. But | hooked up with Izzy. Once. | told her and she frowned. 

‘So you really did cheat on dad? 

| shook my head. ‘Not really. It was back when | was in college. Your dad and | weren't exclusive or anything at 
that time. But still. | sighed. ‘| shouldn't have married him. But | was so god damn young: 

‘| dealt with you guys splitting up a long time ago. You always said you didn't love him: She chuckled. ‘But you 
never mentioned that you were madly in love with a rock star. That is so cool, mom: Was she serious? She 
was looking at me proudly. 

‘I've never gotten over him, | guess. It's embarrassing: 

‘Wow. It's quite a shock to discover that your mother had a wild side when she was young. When did you guys 
meet? How did you even meet him? Come on, mom. Spill! Melissa leaned back to the headboard of the bed and 


looked at me in excitement. 


‘Aunt April and | went to one of the concerts near San Francisco. They were opening for Iron Maiden in 1988. 
That was a huge show: | sighed. ‘Aunt April managed to get us backstage: 
Melissa's eyes widened. ‘Aunt April was with you? That bitch! She never told me a word about this: 


| chuckled. ‘| made her swear never to tell anybody. Threatened her to tell everybody she made a complete 
fool of herself trying to throw herself at Axl Rose: 

She wrinkled her nose. ‘Aunt April fucked Axl Rose? Awesome. Tell me more: 

‘Nah. She never got the chance. But she tried hard. She never told me who she was actually with that day: 
Melissa shook her head in disbelieve. ‘I really can't believe you never told me that. You used to tell me all 
about these great GNR concerts. Even the few Izzy Stradlin concerts you've been to. You never even 
mentioned you knew him: 

| looked at her sadly. ‘Cause there's more to that story. 

‘What more? Melissa asked suspiciously. 

| sighed and | couldn't help for a tear escaping my eye. This felt like shit. But this was my own damn mistake. | 
should've told her sooner. 

Swallowing the knot in my throat, | looked at her intensively. 

‘You know. Robert didn't suddenly move out because | had an affair or something: | took a deep breath. ‘Honey, 
he left because he found out he's not your biological father: 


| shut my eyes and tried to hold my tears. She would hate me now. That was for sure. | tried to tell her for 
several years now. But | never found the right time or the right starter for this. 

Even though | didn't mention who her biological father was, | was sure she figured it out. Hopefully this shit 
wouldn't rip us apart. 

When | didn't hear any response for a minute, | opened my eyes and wiped my face. She just sat there, opening 
and closing her mouth like she wanted to say something but couldn't find any words. Yeah honey, | get it. 
Suddenly she jumped off the bed and glared at me. Sure, she was mad. | was expecting that. 

‘You've got to be fucking kidding me. She breathed heavily. ‘23 years? Mom? 23 fucking years? You never said 
a fucking word about this, and suddenly | have a fucking rock star for a dad? 

‘Words, young lady. No reason for swearing here. | switched to mom-mode. Great move, Ana. 

Melissa snorted. ‘No reason? Are you fucking insane, mom? You just ripped my world apart. Everything | know 
is a fucking lie’ She ran a hand over her face. ‘Does he even know? Did you ever try to let him know? 

| shook my head. ‘We didn't have mobile phones back then. | left him my number but he never called’ | pulled a 
tissue out of a box on my nightstand and sniffed. ‘| wrote him letters. Like a lot. | guess someone must have 
gotten them because they were never returned to sender, but he never saw them | guess: 

‘Letters? Really, mom? You never thought of taking a lawyer to get to him? 

| shrugged. She was right. | should've done everything to get in touch with him. 

‘| was IB for god's sake. When | found out that | was pregnant, | was terrified. You could've been also Robert's 
child, you know? | found out much later that you couldn't be his. You just look so much like Izzy: 

Melissa took the framed picture of Izzy from my nightstand and looked at it for a minute. 

My heart broke when | saw her sad face. | never intended to hurt her. 

‘| wonder what he is like. | don't know anything about him. You didn't even tell me anything: She let out a sigh. | 
can't deal with that at the moment. | need to get out of here and clear my head: Taking the picture with her, 
she turned and ran off. Leaving me behind with all the old feelings that I'd tried to burry so desperately. 


Backstage pass 
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June 5, 1988 


Mountain View, California 


So we were going to "hang" wit Izzy Stradlin Jesus. | was dead nervous. 

Izzy disappeared to get us some backstage passes, leaving us at the fence. | was wondering if he'd ever show 
up again. April pulled a mirror and a lipstick out of her pocket. When she was done, she teased her hair a bit 
and threw a kiss at her reflection. 

‘Oh, Mr. Rose. You are so going to get it tonight. | am hot and horny: She gave me a bright smile. | rolled my 
eyes. 

‘You are such a slut, April: 

‘Need something to tell the grandkids: She chuckled. ‘What? Don't tell me you're going to talk to him all day? 
Girl, you need to take advantage. When will you be able to get it on with a hot rock star ever again? 

| rolled my eyes again. ‘He's not even interested He was already too busy drooling on you: | pouted. 


‘No worries, sweetheart. He was totally into you and your baby eyes. | could tell. Trust me: 


Just when | was about telling her that | didn't thought he'd be back anyway, Izzy showed up again. In his right 
hand he was holding a cigarette and a cup, in his left hand he was swaying two passes. This was serious. He 
was going to get us backstage. Holy shit. 

‘Hey Ladies’ He took a sip of his drink and shove the passes through the fence. ‘Just get over there to the 
gate. I'll wait: 

| reached out to the fence to take the passes. When our fingers touched | felt a shiver running down my 
whole body and | thought my heart had stopped. 

He met my eyes and | knew he'd felt it too. 


My heart slowly started beating again, but a weir buzzing remained in my ears. 


‘God, let's get backstage. There's someone here desperately looking for some fun’ She rolled her eyes and 
snapped one of the passes. ‘You two can still go on staring at each other for hours then’ 

| think | blushed. Izzy just chuckled and put his cigarette into his mouth. Then he turned and went towards the 
gate. 

April earned a mad stare and a punch on her arm. 

‘Jesus, April. Why'd you always embarrass me like that? 

She hung the lanyard with the pass around her neck, smiled at me and moved towards the gate. You're 


welcome: 


| followed her on her heels. ‘What's that supposed to mean?! 
April chuckled. ‘He probably finds you adorable right now: 
‘He probably thinks I'm a clueless hillbilly or something: | groaned. 


When we got through the gate Izzy was talking to some guy. | recognized him as Slash. Lead guitar player of 
GNR. | wondered if anyone ever saw that guys face. Every time I'd seen him on television or in a Magazine, his 
eyes were covered by his hair. 

He might have checked out April as we showed up, but you really couldn't tell. But guys were always checking 
out April. So | think he'd been too. 

Izzy wrapped his arm around my shoulder and my knees nearly gave in. Reveling in his closeness | leaned into 
him, smelling his slightly sweaty but intoxicating scent. Damn, he was hot. 

‘So, that's Ana and her friend.. Uhm.. what's you name again?! Did Izzy just forget April's name? | chuckled as 
she gave him a murderous stare. 

‘Really? She raised her perfect eyebrow. ‘Its April, douche: 

He shrugged. ‘Yeah, sorry girl. So that's Slash: 

‘Hey. Slash repeated. 

April looked at him seriously. | thought he was a sweet guy. A little younger than his other mates and a little 
shy, | guessed. He was dressed just in some tight leather pants and sneakers. He wasn't wearing a shirt but a 
top hat. Holding his guitar in in his hand. 

| couldn't tell if he was interested because of all the hair covering his face but April sure wasn't. She was 
getting annoyed. 

‘Hey, fluffhead. Is there any chance you'd get a lady a drink? April smiled sweetly at Slash. That bitch. She was 
totally playing him. 

| could see the cigarette slightly moving in his mouth. So he was smiling, | guessed. 

‘Come on, girl. Bar's filled up. We'll get you something strong’ 

April shrugged and gave me a wink before she turned and took off with him. 


So there | was. Alone with Izzy Stradlin Feeling nervous again Without April I'd lost my confidence. Suddenly | 
had no clue what to say to him. 

He looked at me. His arm still around my shoulder. 

"You like a drink, too? We could join them: 

God, he was so nice. But there was no way in hell that | would join April playing her games with the guys. No. | 
was happy to have Izzy for myself at the moment. So | shook my head. 

‘No way. April wants to meet Axl. And she'll walk right over anybody on her way. You don't want to witness 
that. Believe me: 

Izzy laughed. 

‘She sounds like she's a piece of work. But no worries. She wouldn't find him anyway. God knows where that 
fucker hides before performances: 

‘She'll be pissed if she's not going to meet him: | said. 

He pulled me closer. And looked down at me. ‘Don't worry about her. Let's go back to the bus and hang out: 


idolized 
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November 22. 2012 


Melissa pulled up on the driveway. Thank god. | wasn't sure if she'd skip our trip to Vegas but at least she'd be 
talking to me then. 

| had been thinking a lot since she took off. She was absolutely right and there was no way to apologize for 
messing up her life like this. | should've told her sooner. | should've tried to contact Izzy. But back then | was 


too afraid he could take her away from me somehow. 


| was sitting on the kitchen table, tossing my cigarette into the ashtray when she walked into the back door. 
‘God, mom. You're smoking again? She threw her keys on the table and sat down in front of me. | didn't know 
what to say. 

‘Look | had a lot to think about. | am not mad at you. But | want to know everything. And | want to know him: 
She took a deep breath. ‘So here's the deal: You're gonna tell him. Maybe in Vegas if we're lucky, or you'll do 
this by a lawyer. | don't care. | want to know my real dad: 

| shook my head. ‘Baby, | can't... 

‘| don't care, mom. Dad ditched me when | was a little kid. At least | want to know what my real father is like: 
She covered my hand in hers. ‘There's not much | could find out. Just his real name, that he's from Lafayette, 
his drug addiction and that he's clean since the 10's. Random stuff. Nothing personal She seemed restless. | 
gave her a small smile. 

‘He's always been really closed up to the press. | don't know much either. Like | said: | just met him once: | 
swallowed hard. ‘But that was the second best day in my life: 

She blinked. ‘What was the best one? 

| looked at her seriously. ‘The one | got you. You're the best thing that ever happened to me. | am very 
thankful that | got to keep a piece of him at least: 

Melissa smiled at me. ‘| love you, mom. | may be a little pissed off about this whole situation but | will always 
love you.' 

Tears were welling up my eyes again. | didn't know | had those left, because | had been crying for hours last 


night. ‘| love you too, baby: 


‘Now come on! She tried to cheer me up. ‘Tell me something about him and then let's go on the road. We've 
got a rock star to stalk and a show to see: 

| gave her a small smile. ‘I don't really have a lot to tell. Not more than you'll be able to google’ | shrugged. 'I 
have a picture though. The one you took yesterday, he gave me and signed it on the back: 

‘Really? Melissa jumped, dug into her purse and pulled the framed picture of Izzy out. She released it and 
looked at the back ‘"Anastasia, thanks for making this day special. Love, Izzy." She read. And my heart skipped 


a beat by the reminder of that one perfect day. ‘Wow. He must have really liked you. | wonder why he never 
called: 

‘He was on the road, honey. Different places and different faces each day. He probably forgot about me the 
minute another girl drew his attention. He was really famous that time: 

Melissa snorted. ‘Yeah, and probably high as fuck from what I've read about him: 

‘Probably. But | couldn't tell. He just seemed cool and relaxed to me then: | sighed. ‘But what did | know? | still 
was a baby: 

She looked at that picture again for a few seconds. ‘| get it, mom. | get why you're so hung up on him. He 
made you feel special! She chuckled. ‘And damn, he really was a hottie: 

"You look exactly like him sometimes. Especially now that you're getting about the same age he was back then’ 


‘At least | now know where my music skills come from: She gave me a wink. ‘Come on. Let's hit the road’ 


November 23. 2012 
Las Vegas - Izzy 


God, | hated that shit. Why on gods earth didn't | even try to get a sreal’ job when | was young enough to do 
so? Other people were happy too, right?? 
But this was fucking Vegas. So, put on the game face and get it going. 


| was just entering the Hotel lobby as my phone rang. God, damn Who was that again? | didn't have time for 
this shit. 

Without even caring who was on the line, | took the call. 

‘What? | blurted into the phone. 

‘Yeah, fuck you too, fucker: Slash's soft voice appeared. | chuckled. Sometimes | really missed him. 

‘Sorry, dude. Rough day. What's up? | asked him. 

‘Perla forced me to ask you if you're actually coming for new years eve: He said. ‘Man, you've got to come. I'd 
skip but she'll rip off my balls if | leave her and the kids alone: He whispered into the phone so that she 
probably wouldn't hear this. 

‘Man, | ain't got time for this shit, now. Talk to you later about this? | hurried for the stairs. 

‘Where you at? he asked. 

‘Vegas: 

‘Vegas? God, damn. Let me guess: joining the "Axl Rose show" again?! Slash laughed into the phone. 

| rolled my eyes. ‘Well, fuck you. That's a thing | do for the fans, man: 

‘Yeah, right. He whistles and you come jumping.. dog’ He was probably right. Axl always pulled that shit. | was 
the only one of the guys that even showed up to these shows. 

‘Whatever, man. Gotta go: 


Slash was just blabbing something. | didn't hear what he was saying because someone yelling my name stopped 
me opening the door to the stairway. 

‘lzzyyyyyyyyyyyyyy! Wait.. Please wait... 

Damn. | didn't have much time left. 


| disconnected the call and shove the phone into my pocket. Then | turned to see who was yelling for me. 


A young girl, in her twenties maybe, came running at me. She was stunning. Slim and tall, long black hair and 
piercing blue eyes. Damn | was way to old for even looking at her like this. Life really sucked. 

Following on that young girl's heels, another chick appeared. Petite, brown hair, big eyes. Wow. She had some 
really beautiful eyes. She was slightly older than the other one. In her thirties | would say. Still too young for 
even eying her like that. God, Isbell. Get your thoughts straight. 


| smiled at the black haired girl when she stopped right in front of me, giving me a bright grin. 

She took a second to catch her breath. 

‘God, thanks so much for waiting. Her blue eyes glowing on me like | was fucking Justin Bieber or something. 
Fuck. | hated that. Those young girls were just fantasizing about someone that | used to be more than two 
decades ago. 

That other chick, starring at me in shock God, her eyes were really pretty. 

‘You've got to remember Ana from Cali She grabbed her friend and shove her right in front of me. 

What was going on here? Should | know that chick from somewhere? It really didn't ring a bell. So | decided to 
be polite and play along. Just sign some things and beat it. 

| gave her a bright smile. 

‘Ana from Cali, huh?! | asked. 

‘We spent a whole day together in Mountain View. Back in ‘88: She said quietly. God, she had a really soft voice. 
Smoothing. A shiver ran down my spine. What the fuck? Haven't felt anything like that in years. 

Mountain View? ‘88? God, was she serious? That was a fucking long time ago. Back then | was lucky | 
remembered my own name. | was fucking strung out all the time. 

‘Was it good? | just asked So we hooked up. Yeah, so me. Hooking up with some fucking teenager. How old was 
she back then? Twelve or something? God, Isbell. You're so lucky you didn't end up in jail. 

She watched me strangely and | thought she might feel familiar. She was disappointed. | could tell. 

| felt like the dirtiest motherfucker alive. Crushing that girls memory of hooking up with someone special. | 
wasn't special. | was a fucking loser that happened to play in a band that made it big. And | hooked up with a 
lot of girls that time. 

She gave me a nodding smile. ‘Yeah, it was good She said surprisingly. Like she was okay with it. Like she'd put 
it behind her a long time ago. 


‘You fucking kidding me?” The black haired girl blurted out. "Yeah, it was good." Is this really all you're gonna 
say to him, mom? 

Mom? | looked at her, confused. How old was she anyway? She looked like black-haired girl's sister. Not her 
mom. 

| eyed her outfit. Plain jeans, chucks, Ramones shirt. Nice choice. Not really up to date anymore but showed 
her taste in music. Something was familiar here. 

‘Honey, he's not going to remember me. So please let's go. This is embarrassing: 

‘No, mom. You promised. | will not let this go She turned to me. ‘I have no idea how trashed you were at that 
time, that you actually don't remember my mom. But she remembered you well. | am sick of her hung up on 
you. So either tell her to fuck off or buy her a drink and hear her story at least: | chuckled. Damn. That girl 
was feisty. Daddy missed a good spanking on this one. For sure. 

| looked at my watch. God, | was late. 

‘You know what, girls? | gotta go. Otherwise l'm gonna be late for the show: | smiled at that chick with the 


beautiful eyes. ‘But your girl is right. | should buy you a drink at least. So gimme your number and l'Il call 
right after the show: 
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That day had sucked. Actually that whole week had sucked. God, | couldn't even remember what a real bed felt 
like. | haven't slept in one for what? Like months? 

Jammed together in that shitty tour bus, we've been on the road for too long now. 

| wasn't complaining, though. Things were good. But still. It still felt like we were working our asses off only 
earning a hundred bucks a week. But that was even more than we had like two years ago. 

Nah, | couldn't complain. LA had been good to me. | dealt for rent. That had been okay. At least I'd never had to 
worry about starving like Axl did So, yeah. Things had been good. Now, things were even better. 


So | was telling myself, when | walked out of the bus to join the other guys for a few beers before going on 
stage in some hours. 

That was when | saw that bottle blond chick standing at that fence. She was flipping her hair but that was not 
what | was eying. Nice rack! 

Reaching my pocket for the lighter she was asking for, | gave her a smirk. She definitively was fuckable. | didn't 
even bother to look at that other chick. It was obvious that the blond was out to it. 

‘.. this is my friend, Ana’ | heard her say as | was just thinking about where to bore her. ‘She's totally in to 
you. 

| totally forgot about that other chick and thought | should at least give her a smile or something. 

When | looked at her, | gasped. She was beautiful. Unlike that blonde chick she didn't have that obvious "hot as 
hell" attitude. Some people would've called her average. But | thought she was stunning. Her cheeks blushed, 
because she was embarrassed | guessed, and that glare she threw at her blonde friend made me smile. 

When she finally looked at me, my heart skipped a beat. She had the most beautiful eyes I've ever seen 

| had been wrong. That day didn't suck at all. 


Ana. | couldn't remember that blond chick's name. | just had eyes for Ana 

She was funny. Picking on her friend like that she made me laugh. | really adored that innocence she was 
radiating. God, when was the last time | saw that? 

| decided to take them backstage. That blonde chick would be fine with Slash | guessed. So | could spent some 
time with Ana. 


When | finally got rid of that April chick -man, she was pissed | didn't remember her name - Ana and | went 


back to the tour bus. | took her hand and felt that strange shiver again, that | noticed at the fence as our 
fingers touched. That girl was something special. 

| couldn't help myself. | was desperate on drowning myself in her innocence and her beautiful eyes. Even | knew 
| shouldn't. 

Ana wasn't the kind of girl who fucked musicians in their tour buses and took off, never seeing them again. She 


was the kind of girl you'd take out to date properly. Something I'd ever do. 


‘So, Ana. Tell me, where you're from? | asked her as she followed me into the bus, looking around doubtfully. 
God, she was gorgeous. 

‘lim from Cali! She said. 

‘So, around here somewhere” | chuckled as she scrunched her nose at the smell of the bus. 

‘Yeah, somewhere here.’ She paused and looked around. ‘God, did something die in here? 

‘Imaging 5 dudes living in here for like.. god, | don't even know how long. | opened a window and threw some 
shirts and shit off the couch so that she could sit down. 

| felt kinda embarrassed. What was really strange actually because usually | won't give a shit. But | wanted her 


to feel comfortable. 


‘You want a drink? | asked her, not sure why | even bothered to make conversation. Normally | would invite a 
chick over and as soon as we'd hit the bus, she would be already all over me. These girls were really easy. No 
sweet talk, no sharing personal history. Just sex. But this one really did a number on me. | felt like a fucking 
teenager on his first date. 

‘Yeah, sure. She said and | eyed the whiskey and the vodka on the table. 

| frowned. ‘How old are you anyway?" 

‘Really? She chuckled. ‘You take me into that creepy tour bus smelling like bimbo and feet, and when | ask for 
a drink you suddenly care about my age?" She shook her head. ‘You're really not like | imagined 

God, she wouldn't make this easy for me. This was interesting. 

‘You're feisty, girl. | like it' | reached out a cup to her and pulled a soda out of the fridge. 

She sat down on the couch and | leaned against that small kitchen counter. 

| watched here silently as she poured some whiskey into the cup. She shook her head as | offered her the 
soda. 

‘So, where you're from, Izzy? 

‘Originally? Indiana’ | shrugged. ‘But LA is my home now. If | get ever off that fucking bus: 

She gave me a smile and | grabbed the kitchen counter to steady myself. Her smile made my knees wobble. 


God, Isbell. What the fuck is wrong with you? 


We talked for a while. She wasn't as shy as | thought. | told her about growing up in Indiana, meeting Axl for 
the first time and how | got into music. 

She told me about college and her friends. It was really nice talking to her. | almost felt normal. 

| was just about to make a move on her, because | really couldn't resist any longer, someone banged at the 
door. 

‘zz. Come on dude. Time for rocking. Everybody is looking for you Stevie yelled from the outside. 

Shit: | looked at my watch. ‘I'm fucking late. Come on. I've got a show to play: 


Old dudes kick ass 
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Most awkward situation ever? Meeting my old man on a stairway in Las Vegas. 

This was definitely right on top of my list. Right above my mom walking in on Brian banging me on the 
bathroom sink. | never thought that anything could top this. 

But this one did. Not that he had any clue who | was and not that I'd give a shit. But mom behaving like a 


blushing teenager was scarily awkward. And really sweet at the same time. 


She had been really nervous the whole day. We were sitting in the hotel lobby, sipping a drink right before the 
show, when he walked into the building. Mom gasped the second she saw him. Man, she really was hung up on 
him. All the things | learned the last two days made me see things clearly now. 

The thing with my dad - uhm.. Robert - and all these years she didn't even date or have a boyfriend She 


must have really loved him. 


It made me really angry that he didn't even recognized her. She was my fucking mom. Not some bimbo that 
went all groupie on him just to screw the next rock star on her list. 

But at least he promised to call, right? | just hoped he really would. 

Mom was totally confused as he left. | grabbed her arm and led her towards the entrance of the concert hall 
‘You okay, mom?" | looked at her pale face. ‘You wanna sit down for a minute? It's okay if we miss the opener: 
She shook her head. ‘No, I'm fine. | think I'm just a little overwhelmed. | really didn't think | would ever see him 
again.’ 

When | looked at her | saw tears in her eyes. That fucker made her cry. | wanted to beat the shit out of him 


for not recognizing her. How could he? My mom was the loveliest person on earth. Jackass. 


The show was awesome. Wow. | couldn't imagined that old dudes could rock like this. 

I'd seen some clips on youtube before but nothing could ever have prepared me for Axl Rose rocking on stage 
live in front of me. Holy shit. He was still hot as hell. Well.. for an old guy. 

Mom was dancing her ass off. I'd never seen her losing it. Seriously. She seemed really happy and | was glad | 
managed to get those tickets. This would be the best day ever! 

All this was topped as Axl introduced Izzy Stradlin. The audience went fucking nuts. Everybody was like "Oh my 
god, this is Izzy Stradlin" This was crazy, right? He was the fucking rhythm guitar player of GNR. That was 


decades ago and people were still nearly fainting just because he walked on stage. Really? 

| threw a look at mom because | was afraid she could be fainting, too. You never know, all these people were 
acting crazy because of him. 

But mom just stood there with a big smile on her face and a glimmer in her eyes. God, | should've taken her 
to every god damn GNR show all these years. | have never seen her so happy before. She looked at me, still 
grinning like a Cheshire cat. 

| knew that she wanted to tell me something. Something like "Look at him. That's your dad” or "Look, Melissa. 
Your dad's a rock star." But it was too loud to speak. So | gave her a nod that | understood what she was 
trying to tell me. 


And then Axl left the mike for him and he started to sing. He was awesome. | knew he did some records after 
he left GNR but | really didn't have time to hear what he did the last years. | had been too busy looking for 
some private stuff on the internet. 

| was completely unprepared of his talent. God, no wonder mom was idolizing him like that. No wonder everyone 
was going fucking nuts just because he got up on that stage with his guitar. He was a fucking epiphany. 

These young guitar dudes were jumping around on stage trying to get some show done. Axl Rose was swaying 
in the back of the stage. Everyone was trying to do something cool. Everyone but Izzy. 

He was just standing there with his guitar looking like the coolest motherfucker on earth without even trying. 
At that moment | felt like a ten year old girl that had a huge crush on her dad. | just wanted to scream 
"When | grow up | wanna marry my dad" Izzy Stradlin was the coolest dad ever! A shame he didn't know that. 
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‘So, you screwed him or what?! April yelled into my ear. God damn. Sometimes she was annoying like hell. 
‘Shut up: | tried to yell against the loud music. ‘| wanna see the band: 

| could see her snorting at me. 

‘You just wanna go on eyefucking that hot guitar player of yours: She shrugged. ‘The other one is pretty hot, 
too. But | still need to get my hands on that pretty redhead's ass. God, look at him: 


April was nearly drooling on the floor while watching Axl Rose perform. She really wanted to fuck him badly. | 
couldn't blame her. He was pretty hot and knew exactly how to catch the audience's attention 

But | just couldn't get my eyes off Izzy for more than a few seconds. He was stunning. Just standing there 
with his guitar, cool as fuck My heart skipped a beat as he looked at me and gave me a wink 

His fingers moved over the strings of his guitar and | couldn't help but wonder how they'd feel on my skin. My 
nipples hardened and | felt a shiver down to my core. 

April gave me a knowingly look and grinned. She knew exactly what | was thinking. Bitch. | hated her. 

Worst thing about April? She was fucking right most of the time. And she never held back. She was that 


confidence that | never had. 


‘You don't fool me, girl. You're so gonna let him fuck you: April yelled at me. 

| gave her a grin. She was right, | guessed. 

‘Yeah, just look at him. He's awesome, right? And he's really nice. 

April laughed. You dirty little slut. So you're gonna do it? At least you've got to remember this, right? 
| gave her a nod. ‘Yeah, | guess. | really like him: 

She shook her head ‘Don't fall head over heels for him, girl. Remember he'll be all gone tommorrow: 


Her words kept buzzing in my ears. | wasn't sure if it wasn't already too late for that warning. 


When they finished the show, Izzy took me to the bar for a drink. April was still trying to get the attention of 
Axl but it seemed like he wasn't interested at all. But | noticed that Slash got a thing for her. Either way, April 
would get laid tonight. That was for sure. 

‘God, your friend is a real bitch: Slash said as he sat down next to me. 

‘Yeah: | chuckled. ‘She always gets what she wants: 

‘She sure as shit ain't gonna get into Axl's pants tonight. He's been moody all day! Izzy said and took a sip of 
his beer. 


Slash grinned. ‘So, maybe I'll gonna get lucky after all’ He stood up. ‘I'll gonna comfort her as soon as Axl 
rejects her. | am some lucky motherfucker: 

‘Yeah: Izzy snorted. ‘Nice for a chance. Normally Axl would take off with your girl because you'd piss your 
pants and pass out on the floor: 

‘Well, fuck you dude. Slash gave him the finger and took off. 

| chuckled. ‘He'd really do that? 

‘What? Steel Axl's girl? Totally: Izzy laughed. 

‘No, | mean piss himself and pass out: | asked curiously. 

‘Yeah. He's a retard. Ain't got anything under control, you know?" 

| raised an eyebrow questioning. ‘But you do, right?" 

‘| won't piss myself at least: He chuckled and took my hand. ‘So, wanna get back to that bus? 
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‘You were late, fucker’ Axl snarled at me as he walked into the dressing room right after the show. | rolled 
my eyes. 

‘Seriously, dude? You pull that on me? | chuckled. ‘I can remember one or two gigs you didn't even bother to 
show up to: 

Actually it were more than two, but who's judging, right? He was really serious about his gigs, nowadays. 

He grinned at me as he threw his hat on a chair and grabbed a towel to dry his hair. 

‘Fair enough, dude. These were good times, though‘ 

‘Yeah, you'd say. You didn't have to deal with those other fucks dead sober. | sighed. ‘God, | hated that shit 
then. Today it's cool. But | hate getting fucking old: 

| pulled a pack of cigarettes out of my pocket and lit one. 

‘| thought you'd quit?” Axl looked at me confused. ‘There's more to worry about, man? You seem a little out of 
your head: 

‘Nah. Still dead sober. No worries: | said. ‘But | still smoke if I'm stressed out. | can't seem to lose that habit: 
Axl grabbed a soda from the fridge and sat down. 

‘You know you can't smoke inside anymore, do you? He raised his eyebrow. 

‘Seriously, Axl? Who's gonna say a fuck? | snapped at him. 

He held his hands up. ‘Woah. Not me, dude. Be my guest. What's wrong with you anyway? Show went fine. So 


why're you so moody?" 


| shrugged. ‘You remember a show we played ‘88 in Mountain View? | can't seem to remember that. Where is 
that anyway?! 

Axl looked at me confused. ‘You serious, man? ‘88° Where does that come from? 

| took off my jacket and rolled up my sleeves. Axl had been the only one on the band who wasn't totally 
trashed back then. If somebody remembered, then did he. 

‘Right before the show | met a chick that | must have hung out with. She must have been really young back 


then. | was wondering how much | screwed up back in the days: 


Axl chuckled. ‘We all screwed up pretty bad, man: He paused to give it a thought. “88? Must have been that 
Iron Maiden tour, | guess. Wait, wasn't that next to Frisco or something? 

He shrugged. ‘Why are you walking on memory lane anyway? You banged a lot chicks on regular basis back 
then: 

‘| don't know, man. There was something familiar about her but | can't seem to put a face to it! | sighed. This 
was frustrating. 

There were just 2 or 3 chicks | even really remembered from back then And none of them seem to match. 


They should be all way older than forty by now. 


Suddenly it dawned on me. Ana from Cali. | couldn't really remember that name but I'd never forget those 
fucking beautiful eyes. God, could it really be her? 

‘| think it might be that girl | actually "hung out" with. You know? | remember she was kind of special’ | looked 
at him seriously. ‘| always wondered what might had been if she'd joined us for the rest of the tour. | think 
her friend was all over you: 

Axl thought for a minute. 

‘God, not that chick that cut my hair and tried to steel my pants? Didn't she hook up with Slash that night? | 
still have nightmares of that one, dude. She was creepy as fuck’ 

‘Yeah: | laughed. ‘Didn't she beat him up or something? 

‘| bet he enjoyed every single minute, that wicked fucker’ Axl said. ‘So what's the deal with that chick? 

| looked at him seriously. ‘| think | promised meeting her for a drink. And | might actually enjoy talking to her 


again’ 
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‘Mom?! Melissa asked again. 

‘Huh?* | looked at her confused, as she pulled me out of my thoughts. This fucking phone was already ringing 
for a couple of seconds. 

‘You're not gonna take this? It could be him: Melissa said. 

‘tm afraid it is: | said plainly, starring at my phone. 

‘Come on, mom. Should | take this? He'll hang up and never call again: She said, trying to snatch my phone. | 
pressed the button and took the call. God help me. 

‘Hey, this is Ana’ This sounded casual enough, did it? 

‘Hey Ana: | heard his soft voice. ‘You're still in for that drink? 

‘Uhm... | cleared my throat. ‘Yeah, of course: 

‘Perfect. So there's an after show party at the vanity. If this is cool for you I'll put you on the list and meet 
you girls there. Okay? Oh, god. | couldn't think. | had never been to an after-anything in my whole life. 

‘Uhm. yeah. Okay | managed to get out. 

Izzy chuckled into the phone. ‘Good. See you then. And, Ana? He paused. 

‘Uhuh?' God, | sounded like a fucking moron. 

‘Don't get all stressed out. | won't bite’ He chuckled again. ‘At least not until you ask me to. So, see you there. 
Bye’ He hung up the phone and | stared at it for a moment. Did he just flirt with me? 


‘So what did he say? Why didn't you say anything ? You were just making some weird noises on the phone. Is 
he going to meet you? Mom? Are you going to tell me anything? Mom? God, Melissa sounded like a ten year 
old girl. The last time | ever saw her that nervous she was going to play with her band at the school prom. 
She nearly hurled in front of everybody. After that she decided that music would be her life but a life on 
stage wouldn't do for her. So she became a music teacher. 

‘We are on the list for some after show party at the vanity. | said. Still not getting my thoughts straight. | 
seriously needed a drink right now. 


Melissa's jaw dropped. ‘Seriously? Oh my god. This is so awesome: She clapped her hands. 


| felt totally out of place. We should at least have changed. All people around us were dressed classy and 
Vegas-like. | felt average with my old skinny jeans and my Ramones shirt. God, what had I've been thinking to 
wear this? | wasn't eighteen anymore. 


Melissa didn't mind. She had the time of her life. | knew exactly where she got that confidence from. Not from 


me. That was for sure. 

The bouncer eyed us suspiciously. | was sure to see a little surprise on his face as he found our names on his 
list. Yeah, man. | am surprised myself. 

A waitress led us into one of the huge VIP booths. God, this was crazy. Why couldn't we just get a simple 
drink at a bar? This shit was insane. 

Melissa was following on my heels in excitement. 

‘This is soooco cool. God, mom. This is like the coolest place ever! 

| needed a drink. Now. Seriously. Hopefully I'd be really drunk when Izzy got here and just pass out. | really 
couldn't deal with this. 

Before the waitress could even ask | blurted out: ‘| need something really strong. And a lot of it. | don't really 
care what, but make it fast: 

Melissa stared at me. ‘Wow, mom. You're in party mood: 

| shook my head. ‘Quite the opposite. | just hope | pass out drunk before he even gets here: 

She laughed at me. ‘You really like him, don't you? 

‘Honey, you've seen him on stage right? God, | feel like a horny teenager afraid to say something really stupid’ 
‘Uhh. Mom, gross. Please don't mention you being horny to me ever again’ 

| raised an eyebrow. ‘Yeah, but | can go on living with that image of that Johnson boy screwing you on the 
bathroom sink. Thanks: God, what was taking that waitress so long? 

| was just thinking that | might not be able to afford passing out drunk at this expensive place, the waitress 


came with our drinks. They were pink, looked delicious and ridiculously expensive. But | didn’t care. 


| nearly choked on my pink drink when Izzy showed up. Damn, he looked hot. 

He had changed into jeans and a black button down shirt. Totally casual. 

It had been twenty four years but he hadn't lost any of his boyish charm. He smiled and reached out give me 
a loose hug. Melissa just stared at him. 

This was quite funny and | couldn't help to chuckle because I'd never seen her like that. 

‘Hey, Ana. Sorry for letting you wait but | needed to change after the show. Hope you didn't mind? 

‘Thanks for inviting us‘ | pointed around the booth. ‘Is this usual stuff for you? | would've been fine with a 
drink at some skanky bar: 

He frowned. And | could tell he was feeling kind of uncomfortable. 

‘Yeah, sorry. | thought you'd like the after show party. | don't go out a lot He gave me a smile. ‘Gave up 
skanky a long time ago: 

| drowned my pink drink at once as he turned to Melissa. 

‘| didn't get your name, sweetheart: 

‘Melissa’ She said plainly. ‘Sorry for acting out on you before the show. It's really nice of you to invite us here. 
This place is like.. wow! 

‘Your mom thinks it's exaggerated’ His eyes met mine and | thought my heart would stop when he smiled at 
me. 

Melissa rolled her eyes. ‘Don't take her seriously. She's not going out a lot. And she surely has never been to a 
club like this! 

| gave her a glare and Izzy chuckled. 

‘| remember that look Sorry for not recognizing you at first: 

‘ts been a long time’ | managed to get out. ‘So you actually remember? That's..uhm.. wow. | didn't expect that: 


My heart was beating so heavily that | thought he might hear it. 

‘Yeah, needed some help, though. Axl remembered your friend very well! He laughed. 

| rolled my eyes as Melissa squeaked. 

‘Aunt April? God, was she really that slutty? Mom never told me anything. | am dying here. Please tell me: 
Izzy laughed and shook his head. ‘I'd never tell. Maybe Axl will. You need to ask him later: 

Melissa's jaw dropped. 

‘Axl Rose is coming here? Right here? To hang with us?” 

‘Actually it is his booth. | wouldn't even consider booking something like that: 

Melissa's eyes were sparkling. ‘God, | am dying to meet him. The show was awesome. And you were pretty 
amazing, too: 

‘Well thanks. He chuckled ‘You mean for some old dudes, right? 

‘No way. | mean it. You guys are one of a kind. Same thing with Slash. You can always pick him out. His style is 
so unique: 

He looked at her for a moment. ‘So, | take you're a big fan of Slash, huh? 

She nodded and gave him a grin. That was my girl. Winning over people in an instant. 


Until today. Yeah. Absolutely: 


Meeting Izzy like that didn't feel weird at all. Like | remembered him, he really seemed down to earth. Funny 
and flirtatious. And very good looking. God, was it hot in here? 
But to see Melissa and Izzy together, casually making conversation made me realized how much | screwed up. 


They should have met a long time ago. And suddenly | felt sick. 


| got up and shove myself out of the booth to the outside terrace. For a moment | enjoyed the great view of 
Las Vegas by night and took a deep breath. 
Then | felt a warm hand on my back and Izzy appeared at my side. 
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Strong hands dragged me inside the bus and closed the door behind us. The smell inside was the opposite of 
sexy but now Izzy's hard body was pressed against mine and arousal raced through me. 

‘Jesus. | gasped 

‘| ain't Jesus. I'm way better in bed’ He said and pulled me toward him. His lips were crashing down to meet 
mine. He tasted like cigarettes and beer but | didn't care. 

Fuck. That man knew how to kiss. Softly his lips worked against mine and his hot tongue flickered over my 
mouth. | opened with a moan. 

His thigh pressed between mine as his hands ran over my body. Everywhere. 

| rubbed myself against him, rocking my hips to his crotch. | couldn't think anymore. 


His touch woke something in me. Something primal and needy that I'd never felt before. 


| was panting as he pushed me against the small kitchen counter. | wanted to fuck him, badly. He was probably 
thinking the same thing as he unzipped my pants and shove them down. His lips moved over my ear, sucking 
their way down to my neck. | pulled at his shirt. Without his lips leaving my body, he slipped out of his shirt, 
grabbed mine and pulled it over my head in a nanosecond. 

As his fingers slipped inside my panties, between my slick lips, | moaned. 

‘You're so fucking wet for me. He whispered. His voice echoed in my head. 

| barely heard him unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants. His hands were shoving down my panties and 
grabbing my ass as he pushed me up to the counter. When | felt his cock at my opening | wrapped my legs 
around his hips. 


Still nibbling on my earlobe, he moaned as he pushed slowly inside me. 

‘God, you're tight as fuck, baby’ His dirty words sent shockwaves of heat through my whole body. Then with 
quick, small strokes he began to fuck me. 

‘Izzy; | heard myself gasp. ‘Don't stop. 

My eyes rolled back and my fingers clenched into his skin as waves of pleasure washed over me. | could hear 
the meeting of our bodies. 


Somewhere far away | heard my conscience asking: What are you doing? But | didn't have the answer. 


Sure, | have had sex before. But | have never been fucked like that. My skin tingled, my toes curled striving to 
reach my release. 

My orgasm build without mercy, something | couldn't escape. When the dam finally burst | cried out, my hands 
tangling his hair, holding him tightly as shudder ripped through my body. 

This was the most intense thing I'd ever known. 

That crappy bus melted away, the desperation of my situation, his rock star lifestyle - whatever it was - all 
of it imploded of our mutual need. 

‘Fuck! He growled into my ear, his hands rough and restless on my body, as he came to his own release. 

For a moment he just stood there, supporting me, as we came down from the high. Panting. 

The smell of him was overwhelming me. Filling my head with thoughts of rough sex, long nights with 
champagne and roses. Fuck, where did those thoughts come from? 

‘Oh god: | said. 

He chuckled. ‘Yeah, pretty much: 


He slipped out of me and helped me to my feet. | pushed his damp hair out of his face as | pulled him down 
for a deep kiss. 
‘God, Ana. You're pretty amazing: 


Slash\'s a hero 
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| had no fucking clue why | hadn't recognized her. Maybe because she still looked incredibly young and hot. God, 
| felt like a dirty old motherfucker and she still looked like she just got out of college. All these years getting 
high as fuck didn't help, | guessed. That shit had just worn me out. 


These memories of her had always popped up now and then. Fading yet, bit by bit. Year by year. But now they 
came all rushing back. | remembered the most intensive sex I'd ever had. That kind where you're losing your 
mind, forgot your name and just want to crawl into somebody. | could remember writing a song about her. 
Where did that end up anyway? God, | wrote some crazy depressing shit back then when | was high. 

I'd only known her for one perfect day and | didn't have a fucking clue what love was about. But what | knew 
was that | never fell in love after that. Maybe that's just who | was, maybe there was more to it. 


‘Hey, you're ok? | asked her as | found her outside on the terrace. She looked at me and gave me a small smile 
that was not reaching her eyes. 

‘Yeah. Just a little overwhelmed, | guess. You were just talking to Melissa, so | thought I'd take some fresh air. 
Where's she anyway? 

‘| introduced her to Axl. She's talking to him inside’ | chuckled. ‘She's a great kid Knows about music and shit: 
Ana gave me a bright smile. This time it was reaching her eyes and my mouth went dry. She was fucking 
beautiful. 

‘Yeah, she does. She plays guitar and piano. Slash is her hero, you know? When she was a kid she'd always 
dress up like him on Halloween: 

| couldn't help but laugh. ‘Slash would love that story. His kids ain't into music at all. | guess the apple does fall 
very far from the tree sometimes.’ 


Suddenly she looked sad again and | wondered if | said something wrong. 


| looked into her eyes and | had trouble breathing. Fuck How did | even manage to forget about her all those 
years? Why didn't | even call her or something? Yeah, sure. | was fucking loaded all the time. Maybe that's 
why. 

‘| can't fucking believe | never called you: | broke eye contact and pulled my cigarettes out of my pocket. Hell, 
I'd stopped smoking four years ago. Why did | even start again? 

The cigarette rested in my mouth. | refused to light it. 

She raised an eyebrow. ‘You need a light or something? 

‘| stopped smoking four years ago. | just seem to fall back into old habits when I'm stressed out. No good thing 


for an ex junkie! | let out a sigh and felt her warm hand on my forearm. 

‘That's not because of me, is it? I'd never wanted to bother you or something’ She let out a sigh and | looked 
at her again. ‘It's just.. | could never get you out of my head! 

| could see she was embarrassed to admit that, but | couldn't help it: my heart was pounding like hell. 


| had always an easy way with women. Some sweet talking, a hot comment and my famous grin were enough to 
let them drop their panties. And | was a horndog back in the days. 

Today's change was that didn't screw anything with a heartbeat. | got pickier with age, | guess. But at the 
moment | felt like a horny teenager. 

Her hand was burning on my arm and my body was on fire. Flashes of that one night were buzzing through 
my head. Oh fuck it! 

| reached into my pocket, took the lighter out and lit my cigarette. 


‘| know what you mean: | met her eyes again. ‘It was pretty special, huh? 

She gave me a nod. ‘Yeah. At least for me. Then she turned away to avoid looking at me. 

| frowned. 

‘Hey. | grabbed her shoulder and turned her back to face me. ‘Seriously. You were not just a quick lay. | really 
liked you. But | guess | just screwed up. | was a real fuck up at that time: 

She shrugged. Really? That woman was hard to read. She seemed insecure at a time and then she just 
shrugged things off like she'd seen worse. 

‘| guess the time wasn't right: That was a very smart thing to say. | just would've screwed up her life. | gave 
her a nod. 

‘Now, tell me. What's up with you and the kid? Is there a husband in the picture 

She laughed out and punched my arm. 

'lzzy Stradlin! Are you hitting on me? She looked at me seriously. ‘What if there was?" 

| shrugged and gave her a grin ‘| shouldn't care. You know: being all rock star and shit: 

‘So why that question” 

| tossed my cigarette in the ashtray and shrugged again. ‘| guess | just wanted to let you know what my 
intensions are: 

She looked at me for a moment. ‘And what are you planning on doing? 


"You: 
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Fuck me! This was by far the best day of my life. Especially from that moment Axl Rose appeared at that VIP 
booth. 

| was just talking to Izzy about music. God, it was really relieving talking to somebody who actually knew about 
music at all, 

When Axl arrived, Izzy stood up greeting him. He turned to introduce me and | needed to wipe my sweaty 
palms at my pants. Fuck. This was Axl Rose. Un-fucking-believable. 


‘So where's that mysterious girl of yours? Axl frowned when he looked at me and gave Izzy a look. ‘God, Izz. 
Please tell me she was older than I2 when you fucked her: 

‘Yeah, thanks fucker. This is Melissa. Ana's daughter: 

| chuckled and reached out to give Axl a hand. He gave me a magnificent smile. 

‘Ahh, Melissa It's nice to meet you. You are gorgeous: He pulled my hand up and kissed it. Then he grinned at 
Izzy. ‘No wonder Izzy is so confused by your mom showing up here. She must be stunning if you're taking 
after her: | think | actually blushed. Weird, because I've never blushed my whole life. God, this man had 
charisma. 

‘Uhm....thanks. | can't believe I'm meeting you. Wow: | paused a second to clear my head. ‘But actually | take 
more after my dad: | couldn't help throwing a look at Izzy but he seemed to be interested in where my mom 
headed earlier 

‘Would you excuse me?” Izzy just said and headed out of the booth. | chuckled. So he really still was interested 
in her. Who fucking knew? 

Axl was eying me suspiciously. 

‘You look kind of familiar. You're sure we never met?! 

‘No. | would've remembered. Believe me that: | smiled at him. ‘Your poster was above my bed for more than 14 
years or so. | would know: 

‘Ouch: He pulled a face and laughed. ‘Thanks for reminding me being an old dude: 

‘Yeah, sorry. Can't change that. But you're still rocking, that's for sure. That show was fucking amazing. And 
Izzy.. wow! He is the best guitar player, ever. Uhm, yeah, almost: 


Axl sat down beside me and took his hat off. He still looked amazingly good. | never would have guessed that he 


was in his early fifties. Okay, he'd gained some weight and got some wrinkles over these years. So what? The 
way he smiled at me and his green eyes went over my body, made me shiver. Damn. Get your thoughts 
straight, Melissa 

‘Almost? He ripped me out of my thoughts. 

‘Yeah. I'm more into lead. There's no one who could take it up with Slash. He is fucking perfect: 

Ups. Maybe | shouldn't have admitted that. | remembered that Axl and Slash didn't share much love these 
days. Hopefully he would not go crazy on me about that. | bit on my lip to shut me up from saying too much. 
Than Axl started to laugh. ‘Wow, girl. You're really a GNR fan, aren't you? 

‘Not exactly. Well, yeah. It's complicated’ | stumbled. 

Axl raised an eyebrow. ‘So are you a fan or not? That's not complicated. But | still have no fucking clue how 
you young girls still come to see any of us old dudes on stage. | appreciate it, though: 

‘You know, | grew up with your music. My mom was always hung up on Izzy. She got posters and shit 
everywhere. For a long time | thought it was creepy but now that | got to know him a bit, | can understand! 
‘So you're just into GNR because your mom used to be a groupie? | really don't understand’ He seemed to be 
confused. 

‘My mom wasn't a fucking groupie, okay?" | rolled my eyes. ‘| am thankful she choosed to play your songs for 
me over and over again. They inspired me to get into music myself. | am a rock ‘n' roll girl. Im not into Justin 
Bieber and shit: 

Axl laughed and shook his head. 

‘You're really fun, little girl. | really can't wait to meet your mother. She must be really special. Izzy normally 
never brings anyone to those after show parties: 

He gave me a wink and | thought about all the things I've read about him. He seemed so different. Charming 
and fun. 

‘You think he remembers her? He seemed confused when we met him: 

‘He sure as shit remembers her. | guess he just couldn't pin her down. | remember that Izzy didn't shut up 
about her for like weeks or something: 

‘You're sure? 

‘Hell, yes. l'm sure, girl. | remember that other chick How could | even forget her? 

| chuckled and looked at him curiously. ‘Aunt April? Izzy said something like that. | didn't know she knew you. 
God, anyone ever told me anything: 

‘God, she's your aunt? Hell, that chick was crazy: He pushed a streak of his strawberry blond hair behind his 
ear. | wondered if it felt as silky as it looked in all those old pictures. | always admired his hair. 

‘She's more like my mom's best friend. But I'd called her "aunt" since | was a kid’ | chuckled. ‘| knew she was 
wild when she was young. But crazy? Please.. she's an accountant: 

‘All | remember is that she cut my hair and tried to steel my boxers. | think she hooked up with Slash after 
that: He paused ‘God, that seems like a lifetime ago. | shouldn't talk to you, girl. You make me feel like an dirty 
old man: 

| grabbed his hand and his green eyes widened. ‘Don't. You're still kinda hot. And you're better rocking than any 
of those younger dudes: 

Fuck. Why was he looking at me like that? And why did | even care? 
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‘Okay. Let's go and fuck. I've been waiting for this more than 23 years now. It could take all night, you know? 
That's what | should've said. That's what | wanted to say. 

But instead | shook my head. ‘No, Izzy. No way l'm going through this ever again’ 

He looked at me. Confused. ‘Hell, Ana. l.. I'm sorry if I'd offended you or something. | thought were thinking the 
same here: He looked crushed. 

‘God, Izzy: | shook my head. ‘We ain't teenagers anymore. | have a kid. A life. | can't just come to Vegas, have 
groupie sex with a rock star and go home in the morning like nothing had happened. Last time it was really 
hard on me. | can't do this again. I'm sorry. | turned to leave but he grabbed my hand and held me back. His 
warm fingers burned into my skin. | wondered how they'd feel on other parts on my body. Fucking hell. 


‘Ana. Please stay. Look, l'm sorry. Okay? Maybe | got the wrong vibes or something, Let's just talk for a while, 
shall we?” He smiled at me and | melted. 

| just wanted to rip out my heart and throw it to his feet. Just to prove my point. He was holding it since the 
very first second | saw him getting out of that bus. We were so fucking young back then. | couldn't help but 
wonder again what could have been. If | hadn't been too afraid just to run away and join him. Would we be still 
together? 

‘Okay! | nodded. ‘Let's talk. | have a lot to share. But lets go somewhere private: 

His face lightened up. 

‘Sure. Wanna go up to my suite? He had a suite? Sure he had a suite. He was a fucking rock star. 


‘Yeah, why not? Let's go. 


Izzy led me out of the club and | felt thankful to avoid that crowed place. We had to stop here and there for 
a minute to have him sign stuff or pose for some pictures. | could tell he wasn't really comfortable with this. 
It had to be really hard never to go anywhere without being recognized. | could understand why he went back 
to Indiana at some point. He just wanted to be left alone, | guessed. 

When we stopped at his door, | was still wondering how big this hotel actually was. Melissa and | were staying a 
little outside of the strip because we really couldn't afford to stay at one of these places. 


Izzy opened the door and | was dumbfounded. God, this place was huge. Was he fucking kidding me? Who in the 
world would need so much space for himself? That was ridiculous. 

So | stood in the middle of this huge living room with my jaw dropped. Izzy opened the doors to the private 
patio outside. A private patio? Really? 

‘Wow: | didn't know much more to say. 

He looked at me and chuckled. ‘Yeah. That's the thing about Vegas, these places are huge: 

| shook my head. ‘God, why didn't you just take the one with the bowling alley” 

‘| think Axl's got that. You want a drink? 

‘Yeah, | don't care what. Just make it a strong one’ He went inside for drinks while | still had a look around. 
‘This place is insane. Is this a regular thing for you? | asked loudly. 

He came back and handed me a whiskey. ‘No. But that's one of the perks working with Axl once in a while: 


| sat down and he sat next to me, sipping his soda. He was way to close. How could | even talk to him if he was 
sitting so damn close? | downed my drink in one. 


The whiskey was burning in my throat but | welcomed the courage | got out of it. 


and sighed ‘God, it's been so long. And you're looking good. Damn: 

He set his soda aside, got up and moved towards me. Please. | just tried to get some space between us so | 
could clear my head. 

He reached out and took my hand. ‘What are you so fucking afraid of, Ana? | won't do anything you don't want 
me to do. You're the one that wanted to talk in private. So talk: He gave me a grin. ‘But if you wanna fuck: l'm 
in for that, too: 

My legs were shaking. God, he looked older but inside he was just that flirty young guy | met twenty-four 


years ago. 


| took a deep breath and pulled my hand away. 

‘Maybe | should say "yes" to the wild sex first. Because you'd probably throw me out after | said what I've 
got to say: 

He looked at me suspiciously. ‘What the fuck is going on? 

‘|_| don't think there's a nice way telling you this. But | need to tell you that | didn't have any intentions on 
coming here meeting you. I'd never thought seeing you ever again: 

He looked confused. Yeah. | know the feeling. 

‘Telling me what? You're speaking in riddles here, Ana‘ 

‘Yeah, | know. | know. | ran my hands over my face and sighed ‘Just hear me out. Okay? ' 

He gave me a nod. 

‘You remember the day we met? That really was a good day. Good sex as well’ | gave him a small smile and he 
grinned back at me. 

‘| remember asking you to join us for the rest of the tour. You said you wouldn't: 

‘| just turned fucking eighteen, Izzy. | was in college. | just couldn't run away with some rock star: 

He shrugged. ‘Yeah. From today's perspective? It makes sense. Back then? It kinda broke my heart: Before | 
could even say something, he took my hand again. His eyes meeting mine. ‘| ain't gonna let you run off again, 
Ana. | know that sounds weird, but | think it means something that we met again: 


God, this was so hard. 


‘You don't want to. Not after | finish telling you my story. | swallowed the knot in my throat. ‘I never finished 
college, you know? | got pregnant with Melissa. Damn, | was so fucking scared. So | married my boyfriend and 
moved to Santa Barbara. Everything went okay the first years. Until he noticed that something was odd. A 
blind could see that she didn't look like him at all. She just takes too much after her real dad’ 

He looked at me dumbfounded. 

‘God damn, Izzy. Melissa is your daughter! 


Twenty-something girl 


Author's Notes: 
^ | really could get used to the fact that Melissa is into old dudes. But maybe | just let her fuck him for fun. | 
just can\'t decide. Suggestions are welcome. 


Please spread the love.. 


November 23. 2012 
Las Vegas - Axl 


Get your thoughts straight, fucker. You're supposed to be the grown up here. You should get that girl some 
soda, pet her head and wait for her mom to show up. 
God, Izzy really hit the jackpot this time. If that Melissa girl was just taking a bit after her mom, that Ana- 


chick must be fucking hot. No wonder Izzy had been so crazy about her years ago. 


Now | was sitting here with that twenty-something girl in my private booth, trying to hide my boner. Yeah, 
great. New low, Bill. 

| felt like a dirty old motherfucker. God, | hated being old. Just some years ago I'd just go on and fucked her. 
Today? | actually had second thoughts. This wasn't right. She was way too young. But when she'd took my hand 
and looked at me with her piercing blue eyes, | couldn't breathe anymore. Wait. Did she just say I'm still hot? 
Good lord, girl. Seriously? 

| watched her as she bit her pink lower lip to prevent saying too much bullshit, | guessed. But | wouldn't care. 
She could say anything to me as long as those beautiful pink lips would be pressed on any part of my body. 
Hell, this wasn't going to end well 


‘Axl? You okay? She tapped my leg. Seriously, if she was going to continue this, | was going to explode. 

‘Yeah: | cleared my throat. ‘| was just thinking about getting something to drink Something really strong: 
‘That's fine with me: She said and | called for the waitress. 

‘So, Melissa. Tell me something. Anything: | tried to loosen up the conversation. Was it fucking hot in here? | 
took off my jacket. 

‘Geez. Really? Let me think’ She bit on that lip again and | fought the urge to touch it with my thumb. ‘When | 
was lb | got myself a tattoo. Mom was furious. She nearly skinned me alive’ | chuckled The thought of it was 
surreal. | had gotten tattoos since | was 14 or so and never had to ask anyone for this. She was just so fucking 
innocent. Damn. 

‘So what did you get? | asked her and wondered if that was a smart question and if | really wanted to know 
the answer of the following "where?". 

And just like | was thinking, she stood up and unbuckled her belt right in front of my face. Could someone kill 
me, now? Please? 


‘| got a cat with a top hat. And below its written "Slash". Here." And then she unzipped her pants and shove 


them down a little to expose a little tattoo on her hip. 

| think | groaned. Fuck Slash, but | wanted to lick this sweet little spot right away. What on earth did | do to 
deserve torment like this? Thanks karma, | get it. 

As she zipped up her pants | swallowed the knot in my throat. 

‘So, Slash, huh? God, why is everybody always so fucking crazy about him? Shit. That didn't sound jealous, 
right? 

She raised an eyebrow. ‘Right. You two don't really get along anymore, huh? For me he's like a total role model. 
There's just no better guitar player than him: 

| rolled my eyes. ‘You're probably right. He's the best player we got. But he's not so easy as a person’ She 
chuckled. 

‘So? And you are? I've heard other stories, Mister’ She was feisty. | loved that. 

‘Depends on what you've heard: 

‘Ive read you're quite charming - | can confirm that! Holy shit, was she flirting with me? That would explain 
why she nearly dropped her pants in front of my face. | felt my cock twitch and shifted in my seat. 

‘Ive also read that you're unpredictable, moody and aggressive: She was testing me. That girl wasn't all 
innocent at all. She was exactly aware of what she said or did. 

Her expression became slightly amused and she grinned at me, very pleased with herself. There it was again | 
knew I've seen that expression before. She looked so damn familiar. | wondered if | maybe had fucked her mom 


by accident sometime. Oh fuck me. Izzy would go all medieval on my ass for that. 


Leaving that question unanswered, | stood up and held out my hand. 

‘You wanna dance? She gave me a bright smile and | nearly crumbled to her feet. 

This was it. | was going to end up in hell. There was no way god would forgive these dirty thoughts | had at 
that moment. 

She took my hand and | pulled her slowly towards me, swaying to the music. Her hands traveled up my chest 
and reached behind my neck. | felt her fingers in my hair and her breath on my ear when she came closer. 
Jesus Christ. 


She chuckled. ‘So, you're gonna take me to your place, or what?" 
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| remember that day | woke up in a shit hole in south cali, not aware where | was or how the fuck | got there. 
Being me, | didn't care too much and went on partying. By the end of the week | hadn't slept for more than six 
days and | was running out of blow. 

| was seeing some really weird things during that time. Seriously. | was on a full round trip, hallucinating all kind 
of things. That time | couldn't differentiate right from wrong. This was some really fucked up shit. 

But nothing compared to what | felt when she spoke out that one sentence. 

‘Melissa is your daughter! 


My first impulse was to grab her and throwing her out. This was ridiculous, right? Why on earth would she 
show up here after twenty-four years and tell me | had a kid? Maybe she just lost it someday and went all 
fucking crazy or something? 

| looked at her, dumbfounded. | had no clue what to say. This couldn't be right. 

She stood right in front of me, calm. Her hands clenched together. Oh my fucking god. This couldn't be 
happening. 


‘Say something, Izzy: | heard her voice over that strange buzzing in my ears. 

| could so use a drink right now. Yeah. That's the moment. The moment the addict in me tried to take control. 
| reached into my pocket and held on to that twenty years sobriety coin they gave me the last time | actually 
made it to a meeting. It had been years that | felt like this. 

But instead of giving in to the urge of knocking myself out with some booze, | pulled my cigarettes out of my 
pocket. With shaking hands | pulled one out and lit it. 

After calming myself down a little | looked at her seriously. 

‘How? Uhm... why? | couldn't get a straight thought. 

‘How? Seriously, Izzy? You know exactly how: She rolled her eyes. ‘God, sit down a moment. You're pale as 
death: She stepped towards me and pushed me softly onto the couch. Then she disappeared and came back 
with a drink she put into my hand. | eyed the glass. ‘Vodka? 


‘Water. Not a good time starting drinking again, Izzy’ She gave me a small smile. ‘| thought you're gonna faint: 


| shook my head. 
‘| thought you just said | have a kid! 


She chuckled. ‘I did. So, any thoughts to that? 

‘So you're serious? You really expect me to believe that she's my daughter? Once | got over the shock, | got 
angry. 

‘| know how this looks. Me, showing up here with this message like | want something from you. Like I'd expect 
something from you: 

‘So why now? Why would you just show up here after twenty-four years with this message? What could you 
possibly want, Ana? 

| saw tears in her eyes and she turned away. 

‘Melissa. She wanted me to tell you. She wanted to know you. God, you're such an idol to her: 

‘She knows? What did you tell her? 

‘There isn't really much to tell, is there? We hooked up all these years ago. You took off to become a rock 
star and | married my college boyfriend to avoid becoming a single mother: 

Was she serious? There was more to that story than just groupie sex and me leaving. | wanted her to leave 


with me. | would've been with her. And | would have raised Melissa with her. 


| felt sick. 

‘YOU didn't want to leave with me, remember? Jesus, Ana. Twenty-four years? It never crossed your mind | 
would've liked to know? Were you out of your fucking mind?" 

She turned around, facing me. Her fists clenched, tears running down her cheeks. God, she was so beautiful. | 
just wanted to take her into my arms and kiss her tears away. Tell her that everything would be alright now. 
But it wasn't. Nothing was alright. | had a fucking kid. God. She was already a grown up. 

‘| was fucking eighteen, Izzy. Yeah. | was out of my fucking mind when | realized that | was pregnant. Do you 
have even the slightest idea how | felt? | was pregnant from a rock star that, by the way, never called me 
and | just heard of by the media‘ She took a deep breath and narrowed her eyes. God, she was sexy when she 
was mad. ‘Should we even discuss the junkie issue? What do you think crossed my mind when Robert asked me 
to marry him? Of course | said yes: 

| ran my hands over my face and groaned. 

‘God, | fucked up a lot that time: | looked at her seriously. ‘But | went to rehab in ‘84. Believe me, | struggled. 
But | never fucked up with drugs since then. This could have worked out, Ana. If you just had let me try, | 
could have known my kid. She is a fucking grown up now. 

She looked guilty. 

‘| know. Melissa kinda said the same thing when she found out. | guess | was scared you could take her away 
from me or something. You know, rock star with big money and shit: 

| snorted. ‘Yeah sure. With my reputation and the record of drug abuse? Sure, Ana. What judge wouldn't give 
me a fucking kid right away? Come on’ 

‘| guess | fucked up, too. Huh?” She smiled at me and | couldn't be mad anymore. 


Ana fucked up. But so did |. She was lucky she did even have a guy to raise Melissa with her. Still, | wondered 
what | had missed all those years. 


‘So, you wanna tell me about our daughter? 
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‘Holy fuck' | cried out as Axl opened the door to the penthouse suite. ‘This is insane. You know this, right?" | 
jumped into the suite and looked around while Axl put on the lights and looked for some music. ‘God, there's 
even a bowling alley. Who on god's earth would play bowling in here? Oh my god. There's even a piano. | love 
that place: 

| sat down at the piano and stretched my fingers. ‘We don't need any of these crappy CD collections. We could 
play together, you know?" 

While | was playing the first chords of "November rain’, Axl came into the room and chuckled. 

‘Interesting choice. You're a good player.’ He joined me and | smiled at him. 

‘| still prefer guitar. But at home | don't have a piano. That's so fucking cool! 

He sat down next to me and took over playing and started singing. God. Axl Rose was actually singing for me. 
Just for me. 


He was so different from how | had imagined. The tabloids were always picturing him like the eccentric asshole 
with anger issues that broke up the band. There must be more to it, right? Izzy was still friends with him. 

To me he seemed charming and nice. The total gentleman. | really couldn't imagine that guys at my age could 
set me in flames with just one look But he did. He didn't just look at me like | was prey. | actually felt adored. 
Like if he couldn't really believe | was with him either. 

So fucking strange. Axl Rose had enough groupies to keep him entertained, right? 


When he finished the song, he turned to me and looked at me quietly for a minute. His green eyes meeting 
mine, | felt like he could see directly into my soul. God, Melissa. Get that cheesy shit out of your head. 

He reached over and pushed a streak of my hair behind my ear. A shiver ran over my body. Seriously, I've 
never felt like this before. This man got under my skin 

‘God, you're so fucking beautiful’ He sighed and cleared his throat. Standing up, he was getting away from the 
piano. ‘You want a drink? Maybe some blow? 

| chuckled and raised an eyebrow. ‘Coke? Seriously? | thought you guys were all dead sober by now? 

He reached the bar and poured some whiskey into two glasses. 

‘| was the only one without a drug problem in the band. Sure, | got my fair share of drugs that time. But | 


always tried not to mess with my voice, you know? So that's why | can have fun once in a while without 


slipping back into old habits like the rest of the band’ He smiled at me. ‘So, you're into a party? 
| laughed. ‘Hell, yeah. I've been to college, you know? Nothing you're not gonna try there’ 


He handed me the drink and sat down on the couch, reaching into his pocket for some coke. With a credit card 
he crushed the little white rocks into fine powder and prepared four lines. | sat down next to him and he 
handed me a straw. 


‘Ladies first: 


EK 
Axl 


This was insane. Batshit insane. 
God, Bill. Where have you gotten yourself into? | was out of my fucking mind, taking her with me. But the way 
she'd pressed her body to mine and moved her hands over my chest up to my neck while | was dancing with 


her. Hell. | was already on fire just thinking about that. 


Now, sweet Melissa was sitting next to me on the couch, leaned back, eyes closed. Waiting for the coke to kick 
in. | fought the urge to bent over and kiss her. Still not sure what | was doing here. She wasn't even half my 
age. Fuck. 

Her mom would go all crazy medieval on my ass for this. Not that | cared about that chick, but that girl 
might have a father, too. Possibly one owning a gun. Shit. 

| drowned my whiskey in one and sniffed my lines. Hopefully this would straighten my head a bit. Or give me a 
blur at least. 


| leaned back and closed my eyes, when | suddenly felt her hand on my thigh. Thinking of what | could possibly 
do to soothe karma, | turned my head to her. 

Her beautiful eyes still closed, she giggled. ‘Oh my. This is good! 

Her tongue swept along her lower lip and my cock jerked as my eyes followed it. Urging me to put my fingers 
into her silky black hair while lowering my mouth to hers. Maybe just a short, quick kiss. Just a taste. Just 
once. 

Awww fuck it! 

| pulled her close to me, touching her face and stroking her cheek with my thumb. She inhaled sharply and her 
body tensed. 

As my lips touched hers her body relaxed against me and her hands slipped into my neck. | brushed my lips 
across hers lightly and she let out a sigh. This was the sweetest sound I've ever heard and my dick slowly 
began to rise. 

Without a warning she suddenly straddled me, without leaving my mouth. When she pulled back a little | saw 
the same desire in her eyes that | was feeling. Jesus fucking Christ. This girl was driving me nuts. 


Like she knew exactly what | was thinking, she grinned at me. That fucking familiar expression | could not pin 


down. She pulled off my hat and threw it away. 


‘You shouldn't wear that. Makes you look old’ She giggled. 

‘lam old, honey: God, | felt like thirty just know but | guess that was just the blow. 

Melissa bent down and sucked on my lower lip. ‘You don't taste old at all: Then she shove her fingers into my 
hair. ‘God, | really wanted to know how it felt: 

| chuckled. ‘My hair? Seriously? 

She just nodded and sucked my lip again, pulling on my shirt. ‘Could we do less talking and more undressing, 


please? 


A low groan escaped my lips, seconds before my mouth crashed onto hers again. Digging my hands into her 
asscheeks, | lifted her up while she put her legs around my waist. 

Holding her tightly pressed against my body, never leaving her mouth, | stumbled into the bedroom. | swore I'd 
make it up to god, doing good until the end of my days, if he'd just let me finish that. | truly never wanted a 
girl more than | wanted Melissa. She was fucking perfect. 

We crushed onto the bed and she giggled again, ripping off her shirt. Then there was only the black lace of her 
bra between my mouth and her hot skin. She moaned as | bent my head and bit her nipple through the lace of 
her bra while she slipped off my shirt. | slowly slipped the strap of her bra and peeled the lace away. My 
thumb flickered over the tip of her breasts and my dick stood in full erection | was on fire. Every inch of my 


skin on her heated me. 


Her hands found the fastenings of my jeans and my hands found hers. Our fingers fumbled and she unzipped 
my fly while | shove down her pants. 

When she found my dick, hard and ready, she gave it a soft and experimental stroke. 

‘Jesus. | think | might have growled. 

Without a warning she straddled me, working her jeans down and throwing them onto the ground. She pressed 
her wet folds against my dick and | tried hard to hold back. 

| pulled her down a bit and looked into her piercing blue eyes. ‘You're gonna make me come, Melissa: | 
murmured. She grinned knowingly. Fuck me. That girl knew every trick in the book. ‘Let's not get this party 


over with too soon! 


Awakening 
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| woke up in the morning regretting that | hadn't accepted the offer to get one of the bigger suites. What 
should | even used that for, right? 

But now | was sleeping on the couch and my back hurt like hell. Fuck | really was getting old. There had been 
times I'd just passed out on the floor, on a table or in the fucking tub. Today even the expensive designer 


couch wasn't comfortable enough. 


Ana and | had been talking all night. So actual sleeping hours were short because sound check was due in some 
hours. Sleep was so overrated. | had been doing without sleep for days in the past. Sure, there was always 
coke involved but today there was coffee. | needed lots of coffee. 

My thoughts went back to that woman in my bed. That comfortable bed | was missing. 

To be honest, it wasn't just the bed | was longing for. 

Ana really did a number on me. | was fucking pissed. But still, she was all | could think of since the minute she 


walked into my life again. There was no way | was going to let her just run away again | just had to figure out 


what to do. 


Getting off this extremely uncomfortable designer couch, | jumped into my pants and stretched. My neck 
creaked. 

Today was going to be hard. First of all | needed coffee. So | used the in suite espresso machine to prepare one. 
To avoid wakening up Ana, | got my coffee and went outside to the private patio. | sat down and lit a cigarette. 
Shit. | got rid of that habit years ago and now | was full on smoking again. | should've been stronger than that. 
But this whole situation gave me the creeps. | had a daughter. A very grown up, extremely beautiful daughter. 
The way | looked at her at that stairway yesterday crossed my mind and | frowned. | had no clue how | was 
supposed to feel about her. | didn't know her at all. 

Ana told me lots of things about her. Melissa loved music. Especially playing guitar. Good. That skill possibly 
came from me and made me feel a little bit proud 

But she was totally starstruck by Slash. He was like rolemodel for her. Ana told me Melissa even got herself a 
tattoo with his name. | actually felt a little jealous. That fucker already got enough attention. | didn't want my 
girl going all crazy about him. 


Melissa had been a wild and skittish girl. Ana told stories about her that made me think of my own youth. | 
guess that was something she got from me, too. | really liked the idea of her taking after me. Still, | wondered 
how much | had missed and if | could make it up to her. If | was even capable of being a dad. To a fucking 
grown up. Couldn't be that hard, could it? She wasn't a kid anymore. She didn't need to be taken care of or get 
an education. That part I'd skipped. | didn't even need to take care of possible boyfriends or her prom date. She 
was already grown up and went to college. She probably had a lot of guys drooling for her. That thought made 
me worry a bit. A strange feeling crossed my mind. | was jealous. 

That made me smile. | didn't want to share her. | just learned she existed. 


| looked up when | noticed a movement at the door. 

‘What are you sitting here, smiling all by yourself? God, she looked adorable. 

My t-shirt, she was wearing, reached to the middle of her thighs. Her hair was all fuzzy and her feet were 
bare. My dick twitched and | fought the urge taking her back to bed with me. 

‘Morning. | was just thinking about Melissa’ 

‘| guess it's a lot to take in’ She looked down at her adorable toes. 

‘Yeah. But I'm happy to get to know her. Maybe we could meet up again after sound check? 

‘Uhm..|..we need to get back today. She said sadly. 

| shook my head. ‘No way | let you leave like that. Just stay the whole weekend. I'll get you a room and passes 
for the shows. | really want to spent time with you and Mel: 

'lzzy, | don't know. What happens after that? You won't get back twenty-three years in just one weekend’ 

| shrugged. ‘I guess we figure it out then. We'll have the whole weekend for that: 

‘Okay. | know Melissa will be thrilled to get backstage with you.' She looked at her watch. ‘God, | have to give 


her a call. | sent her a message last night but she might be worried by now: 


KK 
In the meantime... 
Melissa 


| woke up as something tickled my neck. Soft lips were tracing their way to my shoulder while strong hands 
were caressing my breasts and my stomach. | smiled as the events of last night came to my mind. Oh my 
fucking god. Was Axl Rose really spooning me? My heart jumped. 

The night had been incredible. It's really true what they say about rock stars. They'd seen it all and done them 
all. And | was the one taking benefit out of that experience. Holy fuck. 


When his thumb flickered my nipple, | let out a moan. | could feel his hard cock pressed against my bare ass. 
Good lord. There we go for round.. Uhm... | really lost track at some point. That man was a machine. | wondered 
what he was like when he was my age. 

He probably fucked everything with a heartbeat and left for the next town. | tried to remember what I'd read 
about him in Slash's book. Axl would be thrilled if he knew | was thinking of Slash that moment. | couldn't help 
but chuckle. 


‘Good morning, sweetheart. What's so funny? He mumbled into my skin 

| turned around and he pulled me to his chest, our eyes locked. 

‘Nothing. | was just wondering what you were like at my age? 

He frowned, locked at me for a minute and then smiled. ‘Better looking, | guess: 

| slapped him playfully on his chest. ‘Come on. | know the looks. | mean: what were you like? 

‘What exactly do you wanna know, babe? Did he just call me "babe"? God My pussy contracted. 

‘| just wondered if you already were that kind of sexmachine back then. Or if you'd just improved over the 
years: 

Axl grinned at me. ‘| think this credit is all yours. Just thinking of you makes me hard again’ 

He took my hand and put it on his rock hard dick. Jesus fucking Christ. | would never make it out of this 
penthouse. 

Fuck! | snarled while | sat up, looking for my phone. 

Axl chuckled. ‘| was about to do so but | guess you have other plans then? 

He crossed his hands behind his head and grinned at me. | swear, | was tempted. 

But | just remembered that | totally ditched my mom and she might have been worried the whole night. | 


found my phone in my jeans on the floor and looked up the new text messages. 
‘Spending nB at Izzy's. Told him. Seems to be ok. Wanna meet morrow and talk. Love U. Mom ' 


‘Holy fuck! She really did it. | can't fucking believe this. | stared at my phone and sat down on the bed. Still butt 
naked. 

Axl's green eyes went over my body and he chuckled, 

‘You either get dressed or come back here. What's wrong, babe?! 

| looked at him and smiled ‘My mom spent the night at Izzy's: 

Axl laughed. ‘Yeah, figured. She might be your mom, but chicks just love Izzy. You know? All brooding and 
mystery guy and shit: 

| shook my head and looked at him seriously. ‘You don't understand. She finally told him: 

Axl raised an eyebrow. ‘Told him what? 


She finally told him that he's my dad: 


One night stand 
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There are things in life you just fuck up. | mean literally. 

| never considered myself a complete fuck up. I'd seen worse. Seriously. The original band was made of some 
crazy fuck ups. Sometimes | wondered how the guys managed not to kill themselves. Or how | even managed 
not to end up in jail. Well, for a really long time at least. 

I've done some crazy fucked up shit in the past. Really. A lot of that shit | don't even remember. And some of 
that | do remember fucking well. | think | have regrets sometimes. I'm not good in handling crazy situations. 
But fucking my best friend's daughter has been a new low. God damn, Bill. This is some really crazy fucked up 
shit. Even for you. This might be even a bigger problem than fucking Slash's ex chick. He never got over this. 
But Izzy? For Christ sake, this was insane. It would be funny, though. If his daughter wouldn't sit on my bed, 
fucking naked, and | hadn't screwed her all night, | think | would've laughed about this. This wasn't really 


happening, was it? 


‘You're fucking kidding me, right? | sat up and looked at her in shock. 

‘Well, no. He's my dad. | just found out a few days earlier’ Melissa said with a smile. 

That wasn't fucking funny. | let out a groan and ran a hand over my face, pushing my hair out of my face. 
‘And you never cared to mention that fact? 

She frowned. ‘Why? What's so fucking important about that? It's just a thing between him and me: 

| gave a false laugh. ‘Jesus, girl. You don't get it, do you? Izzy's my best friend. | don't think he'll be happy 
about the fact that | fucked his little girl 

She stared at me. ‘l am not a little girl anymore, Axl. | can fuck whoever | want. Izzy is not in the position to 
change that: 

‘Yeah, but | am. | am not going to risk what's left of this friendship. Seriously. You have to go’ 

She got up from the bed. Standing in front of me naked, her fists clenched at her side, looking like a fucking 
banshee. 

God damn. She was beautiful when she was mad. My cock twitched and | cursed my fucking stamina. 

‘You are throwing me out like a fucking whore? You son of a bitch: | jumped out of bed and got into my 
boxers. | glared at her. 

‘So don't behave like one and get dressed, girl. Your Izzy's daughter, god damn: 


‘You didn't mind last night when you stuck your dick inside me over and over again’ 


She was fucking adorable, yelling at me like that. Wouldn't that be an dead-end, | would have laughed. 

‘Because you didn't care to mention you're my best friend's kid’ 

‘Oh, come on. When exactly should | have mentioned that? After the blow or right before you ate me out? 
‘Could you please get dressed now?! This was hell. My dick was rock hard. | was so fucking turned on by that 
fight and the fact she was still naked. When her eyes went to my crotch | knew she noticed. | was just wearing 


boxers after all. 


Melissa gave me an evil grin and | suddenly knew why that expression had looked so fucking familiar. She really 
did look like Izzy. It should concern me that | even wanted her more, right? | was some real sick motherfucker. 
| groaned when she moved her hands over her body and touched her pussy. 

| had been right yesterday. | would end up in hell for that. There was no way | could excuse my actions. Oh 
fuck it! 

With two steps | got to her, pulling her into my arms. She giggled when she pushed me onto the bed. 


eR 


‘You know we can't tell him, right?" | looked at her while she snuggled into my chest. 
She raised her head. ‘Your afraid of him or something? | couldn't help but chuckle. 
‘Nah. He wouldn't stand a chance, babe: 

‘He seems nice. But I've read otherwise. He could be bad ass from what I've read: 

| looked at her suspeciously. ‘Let me guess. Either Slash's or Duff's book, right? You have no idea, babe. That's 
not all true, you know?! 

‘Yeah, figured. You seem a lot nicer than the tabloids made you look like. 

| raised an eyebrow. ‘You think so? | might just use you: 

She let out a sweet chuckle. ‘I'm totally sure you're deeply in love with me by now: 
God, she was adorable. But way too young for even considering something like that. 
| gave her a smile. ‘Yeah, babe. Your dad will be thrilled 


She sat up and the sheets fell down to her hips. Her breasts were just slightly covered by her long, black hair. 
Jesus, that girl was killing me. 

‘Just skip it Axl. | won't tell a thing. I'm going home to Santa Barbara anyway. You really going to visit me each 
weekend? | don't think so. And Izzy? | have no idea if he has any interest in seeing me ever again’ 

‘So that's a one-time-thing here? That's what you say? | really couldn't believe | just asked that. She starred 
at me puzzled. 

‘Seriously, Axl? You really think about seeing me again? Don't get me wrong, | really enjoy spending my time in 
bed with you: She chuckled. ‘But you're a rock star and I'm a teacher. And what happens in Vegas, stays in 
Vegas anyway, right? 

‘Your probably right, babe: | said. 

But | couldn't help being disappointed by her reaction. | really liked spending my time with her. Not just in bed. 


People we used to be 
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| was out of the woods. Izzy was still talking to me and wanted to know Melissa. She would be so happy about 
this. She had been talking to him yesterday and | noticed that they had a connection | guessed it was music. 


lzzy was her father after all. 


Melissa and | were meeting at our new suite Izzy got us for the rest of the weekend. | didn't feel really good 
about having him pay for such an expensive room. It was totally insane. We wouldn't be here a lot anyway. | 
tried to talk him out of this and getting us a standard room. That would've been completely okay with us. But 
he insisted and | got him. He just figured out he had a kid and wanted to do something nice for her. So | played 


along. 


A knock on the door snapped me out of my thoughts. When | opened the door, Melissa smiled at me and 
stormed into the room. 

‘Oh my fucking god. Mom! Is this for real?! She looked around. 

‘Yeah, your father wanted to get you something special. | could convince him we'd share a room, though. | 
couldn't let him pay for two rooms, you know?" 

‘Fine with me as always, mom: She said and got outside to the private patio with the hot tub. 

| couldn't help but chuckle when | noticed her outfit. 

‘| guess the walk of shame wouldn't be so long if we stay here, right? | raised an eyebrow as the turned 
around. 

‘What's that supposed to mean, mom” 

| shrugged. ‘Nothing. Just figured you spent the night somewhere else than our hotel room, right? 

She actually blushed. I'd never seen her blush in her whole life. Melissa wasn't the kind of girl that was getting 
embarrassed easily. | hit a nerve. And | was curious about it. 

‘God, mom! | will not talk about that with you. Or do you wanna know the details. 

| immediately thought about the incident a few years ago, when | caught her and the Johnson boy banging on 
the bathroom sink Very weird situation Nothing a mother wants to see. And nothing | would ever talk about in 
detail. 

So | shook my head. ‘Nah, thank you honey. You can go and crash wherever you want, but please just tell me 


you're doing karaoke or playing cards or something: 


She snorted. ‘Yeah, sure. | had a hell of a time last night playing cards, mom‘ | just rolled my eyes. 


Then she eyed me from top to toe. 

‘Speaking of." She grinned at me. ‘Where did you spend the night? Not too much details please. 

| chuckled. ‘At Izzy's of course’ Melissa's eyes widened. 

‘Wow. Really? You two hooked up again? This is so exiting: She jumped a little. 

‘Nope. He was the perfect gentleman and left the bed for me: God, | couldn't tell her that | had been wishing 
Izzy had just grabbed me and screwed my brains out. He had been totally honest and flirty, but | just couldn't 
allow myself to hook up with him again. Last time he left a very deep scar. 

‘No way! He didn't try anything? | guess he really likes you: 

| shook my head. ‘No, honey. | guess he's just still mad at me. But he really wants to meet you again. He is 
gone for sound check but he wants to meet us backstage before the show: 

Melissa gave me a bright smile. God, she looked so much like him. 


‘Really? This is going to be awesome. Backstage at a real rock show. | can't wait: 


EK 
Axl 


This was a fucking nightmare. Not that | just found out | banged my best friend's little girl, | just kept on doing 
her. Fully aware of the fact that she was Izzy's kid. Jeffrey Dean Isbell. My best friend since high school. The 
only one who ever put up with my shit. The only fucking friend | had left. 

| felt sick to my stomach. How was | going to look him in the eyes ever again? 

This was a fucking time bomb. But | just couldn't get my hands off that girl. She was something special. 

Sure, she was so fucking young and incredibly beautiful, but there was more to it. I'd done more than enough 
young girls over the past years. A lot of them so fucking young it wasn't really appropriate. But, fuck! Who 
cared? | was Axl Rose. Front man of Guns ‘n’ Roses. A lot of thirtysomethings would like to fuck the legend. 


Melissa was different, though. She didn't end up in bed with me because | used to be Axl Rose. The one on the 
posters in her room. The guy | used to be a lifetime ago. The young and dead sexy one. 
From the first moment | met her | knew she'd see me. The real me. This was batshit insane. | needed to stop 


thinking of her before I'd make a total fool of myself. 


| cleared my throat and pushed the handle to Izzy's dressing room. Get it together, man. 

‘Hey fucker. You left early last night: | tried to act casual. 

Izzy was sitting on the couch, a cigarette in his mouth and the guitar on his lap. Yeah, that's exactly how it's 
got to be. That was Izzy. He looked up to me and grinned. 

My heart nearly stopped. That exact grin would hound me forever. Just the younger and much more beautiful 
version. 

‘Yeah. Sorry dude. Rough night. Ana and | had a lot to discuss’ He shove the guitar off his lap. ‘Hope you didn't 
mind we left you alone with Melissa? 


Oh fuck! How should | react to this? Thanks for leaving her with me? Best sex | ever had? 


| decided to shrug. 

‘Nah. No worries. She's a nice girl. Knows music and stuff: | thought that might sound casual enough. 

He cuckled. ‘Yeah. Think she got this from her dad, you know? 

Shit. He was going to tell me. The fact | was trying to get out of my head all day. 

| raised an eyebrow. Izzy tossed his cigarette into the ashtray. 

‘That was a hell of a night, yesterday. Ana got a huge message for me. Told me that Melissa was my kid’ He 
sighed and looked at me. | opened my mouth a few times. Not sure what to say. | guessed he just thought | 
was dumbfounded or something. ‘This is insane, right? Why should | even believe that shit? But deep down | 
know its true’ He took off his cap and ran a hand through his short hair. ‘God, Axl. Can you believe this? | am 
a dad! How am | going to handle that? | am lucky | didn't kill myself in the past: 


‘Uhm. Oh, wow. That's news: | tried to sound surprised. ‘But she isn't a kid anymore. Guess she doesn't need 
you to take care of her anymore. And by the way: you did a great job getting your life together, man: 

He chuckled and suddenly he looked much younger. ‘Yeah. But I'm still scared as shit, man. | don't know how to 
do this. I'm not even sure how | should feel about her. What if she thinks I'm a fucked up loser? | used to be 
cool. You know that. But Today | just feel old, man: 

| got him. | got him pretty good. 

‘She's not like that. Sure, she just knows you from the media. Where's not much to find out about you. You 
really handled that well, man. But she will fall in love with you in an instant. You're still cool, dude. You rock. 
She's totally into music. Just connect there. Jam with her a little or whatever: 

He raised an eyebrow. 

‘How would you know?" 

| nearly choked. Fuck. 

‘Talked to her yesterday. Like | said: That girl knows music and shit. | don't think she'll be disappointed with you. 
Other girls would kill to be your daughter: 

‘Yeah, dude. Just because they want to screw you: 


All access pass 
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All access passes. Wow. We were going to be backstage at a Guns'n'Roses show. | couldn't believe this. Okay, it 
would be much more exiting if | hadn't already fucked the singer. But still, it was a huge thing for me. And | 
couldn't wait to meet Izzy again. God, after that night | felt like a rock'n'roll princess. 


We showed our passes at the backstage entrance. A blond girl, maybe a few years older than me, holding a 
clipboard, gave us instructions while she walked us to Izzy's dressing room. 

‘Remember, don't ever touch anything. Especially the instruments: She tiptoed in front of us, jerking her head 
back every second to give us new instructions. ‘This is Mr. Rose's dressing room. Don't ever get in there. Don't 
even dare to knock. We will not want him in a bad mood before the show. Just don't go near that room. 
Understand? | tried to hide a chuckle while mom and | were nodding frequently. | was so going to knock on that 
door. And | knew exactly how | would get Mr. Rose into a good mood before the show. 

‘Here we are. This is Mr. Stradlin's dressing room. Remember, don't touch his things and be nice. They all need 
to be in a good mood before the show: She knocked at the door and shove her head inside the room. A second 
later she turned and left us standing in the open door. Strange chick. 


Izzy was sitting on a chair, his guitar on his lap. When he saw us, he smiled and put down his guitar. Mom 
pushed me into the room and closed the door behind us. | suddenly felt a little nervous. But then he stood up, 
crossed the room with a few steps and pulled me into a tight hug. | tried to fight my tears. This was my 
daddy. | felt like a little child 

‘God, Mel: He stepped back a bit. Still touching my shoulders and looked at me. ‘| had no idea. But now.. Uhm... 
This is really a big surprise’ Yeah, man. | get you. | didn't have any idea how to react to that either. 

| chuckled. ‘| am glad you finally know. | hope you're comfortable with this: 

‘tm trying to. This is a little weird Getting a full grown up daughter, you know? He shook his head and laughed. 
‘But maybe it's good | didn't have much influence on you when you were younger. | wasn't exactly a role model 
back in the days. Your mom did a great job raising you: 

‘You think? 

‘Yeah. Look at you. You're a teacher. God, | was lucky | graduated from high school. You would've ended up on 
stage if you'd be raised by me. I'm sure: 

| shook my head. ‘No way. | had a band back in high school. But | nearly threw up during our first gig. That was 


the point | actually knew | wasn't rock star material: 


He laughed and pointed us to sit down. ‘You never asked yourself why we all ended up loaded like shit for a gig 
in the first place? In the early days every one of us was so afraid that we couldn't deal with going on stage 
sober. | remember Slash once nearly pissed his pants. He was so afraid to fuck up: 

Was he serious? They all seemed so fucking perfect and cool on stage. 

‘Wow. Really? Even Slash? Today he's like the fucking godfather of rock: 

Izzy laughed again. ‘| should get you to meet him some day. He would love to rub it into my face that you're 
so into him. l'm a little bit jealous, you know? 

| shook my head. ‘No, Izzy. | didn't mean to.. Uhm.. you know? You are fucking perfect doing your thing. But 
he's.. uhm.. you know? He's Slash: | couldn't help but laugh. I'd always admired Slash. It was fucking weird to 


have Izzy Stradlin for a father now. He was an icon himself. 


He laughed. ‘Nah. Shut up now and show me your skills: He pulled his guitar on his lap and pointed to a set of 
other ones put up in a corner. Was he fucking serious? | could choose one of his guitars? This was awesome. 
‘Oh my fucking god, are you serious? | directly chose for a Gibson custom Les Paul. ‘Wow. This one is perfect: 


He chuckled. 


‘| knew you were going to choose this one. So come on. Let's jam a little: 


EK 
Ana 


| felt invisible. But still | had to chuckle, watching Izzy and Melissa talking about music. | knew they had a 
connection. They were so much alike. 
| knew Izzy was more the loner type of guy. But Melissa really got him out of his shell. He seemed to enjoy 


spending time with her. And Melissa was amazed she could use one of his guitars and play with him. 


| sat down on the couch and just watched them play. Izzy played a few things he wrote recently and sang for 
her. God, he had an awesome voice. Not huge like Axl's but a little rough. | could hear him sing all day. 

He chuckled when Mellissa sang to convince him she couldn't sing at all. Yeah, that girl had a lot of talents but 
singing wasn't in the mix. 

God, they had so much in common. | suddenly felt my eyes tearing up. How could I've been so stupid? | had 
been so fucking selfish. They were so perfect together and because of me they lost twenty-three years. | 
fucked up really bad. 


| felt my tears running down my cheeks and jumped off the couch, running out of the door. | ran down the hall 
to a quite space. It was a little dark over here, so anybody would notice me crying. 

| pressed my head against the cold wall and let my tears go. | was sobbing continuously, when | felt a warm 
hand on my shoulder. Knowing exactly who it was, | stiffened immediately. 

‘Ana? What's wrong? | heard Izzy's soft voice. 

He pulled softly at my shoulder to turn me around. When | looked up into his eyes, | let out another sob and 
buried my face into his chest. 

‘lam so sorry, Izzy. | didn't mean to... | .. | didn't want to.. | mumbled into his shirt between sobs. 


He stepped back a little and looked into my eyes. ‘What is going on, Ana? 


| wiped my face with my hands. ‘Oh god. | just realized that you two would've had a whole life with fun and 
music and things. | fucked that up for you. All these years you'll never get back You must hate me for that: 
He still looked at me intensively. ‘Ana. | could never hate you: He let out a sigh. ‘| think I've been in love with 
you since that one day: | looked at him dumbfounded. 

‘What? But you couldn't even remember me: 

He chuckled. ‘Do you have another explanation why | never fell in love after then? Or why | can't stop thinking 
about you for the last twenty-four hours? 

| couldn't believe him. | wanted to. This was what | was thinking about the last twenty-four years. The reason 
why none of my relationships had lasted. 

Before | could even respond, he pulled me back into his arms. He shove his fingers into my hair, cupping my 
cheek with his hand. | couldn't think | just felt his heartbeat at my chest and his warm breath on my lips. | 


seemed like eternity before he finally pressed his lips to mine. 


lrony 
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There was still something going on between mom and Izzy, | guessed. The way he jumped and chased after her 
spoke volumes. Seriously. 

| couldn't help but laugh. It would been very nice to see mom happy again. Finally. | knew she'd always been in 
love with him and anybody else. God, mom. Falling in love with a rock star? Not very smart. Why didn't she 
just fuck him and went on? | had no clue how one day in their life became such a huge thing. 

Speaking of huge things, my thoughts went to Axl Rose and the lack of time | had to fuck him. Something | 


wouldn't rack and ruin | needed to get out of here. 


Sneaking out of the dressing room, making my way back to the direction we came from in the first place, | 
tried to hold a chuckle when | saw Izzy and mom making out in a corner. God, they were like fucking teenagers. 
But | totally knew it. | knew there was more going on between those two. 


So | was going to get them some time alone and me getting laid. Oh | so loved the rock 'r' roll way of life. 


When | reached Axl's dressing room, | looked around if anyone noticed me. Nope, all clear. 

Without caring to knock, | slipped silently into the room. 

Axl was sitting at a table, a lot of paperwork spread out in front of him. His mobile phone on his right ear, 
talking to someone. Was he wearing glasses? God, he looked so incredibly sexy. 

Taking his glasses off, he ran his left hand over his face and through his hair. Seriously. | must've had some 
really big daddy issues. This guy was making me wet just looking at him. 

‘No, Alan, Like | already said in April: There's not going to be a reunion.. Aha.. Well, if he thinks so. | know that 
he hates my guts, too... No.. | don't know where that's coming from anyway.. | don't think so.. yeah... fuck you, 
too. Asshole He slammed the phone shut and threw it on the table. 

| didn't move or daring to take a breath. So that's the Axl Rose everyone was talking about? The aggressive 


one? Someone who just exploded? Now, time to see what's behind this. 


‘Anyone told ya not to get in here?” He mumbled while rubbing his eyes. He looked tired. 

| shrugged. ‘I'm not good with boundaries: 

He chuckled and looked at me. ‘Just like Izzy. There's a "Do not enter" sign anywhere, he's the one entering. 
Just because: 

| leaned back at the door and gave him a grin. ‘So, you're gonna throw me out or fuck me?" 

He laughed, shaking his head. ‘Girl, you've got some serious issues.’ 

‘You gonna fucking analyze me or what?" | laughed at him. God, | was horny. And him playing all hard to get was 


making things worse. ‘You've got places to be in an hour. I'm planning on getting off several times before that: 


He leaned back in his chair and ran his hands over his face, letting out a sigh. | noticed the bulge in his pants. 
‘Jesus Christ. What am | gonna do with you, girl? You're killing me: 

| gave him a grin ‘I know one or two ways you can do me Mr. Rose: | reached under my short denim skirt and 
pulled my panties down, kicking them in Axl's direction. He rolled his eyes. 

| pushed myself off the door and pulled my shirt over my head, making my way over to him. Slowly. 


‘Fuck! Melissal I've a show to play in about an hour. | need to warm up and get my thoughts straight. You're 
not helping here’ He groaned when | opened his belt and freed his cock. 

| shove my skirt up a little bit and straddled him, gently pushing my wet folds against his dick. He was panting 
when his green eyes met mine. 

‘God, girl. You are evil. | swear thats all bad karma coming down on me: Without a warning he grabbed my hair 


and pulled me down on him, shushing my moan with his lips as his cock run into me. 


EK 
Axl 


Holy fuck. | didn't mean to fuck her again. Seriously. 

This whole situation was just too crazy. This morning I'd been weak | just couldn't resist her, standing at my 
bed all naked and hot. That girl was my fucking death. 

Yeah. | seemed to have a fucking death wish because if Izzy ever gets wind of this he would fucking strangle 
me in my sleep. Not that | was actually worried about that, but Izzy could be some real mad motherfucker. 


That side of him he hid well. 


| remembered that one time in high school. We were always hanging out at a place near the football field. Not 

that any of us was a jock or we were really interested into sports. But that place was quiet and there wasn't 

anybody around much. So we sat there, spending most of our days smoking pot and dreaming about hitting big 

with our fucked up garage band. God, we were so fucking bad. Izzy's still playing drums then and | never getting 
any tone right. 


But we were sure we'd rule the world someday. And for a wonder: we did! At least for a short period 


One day, we were hanging out at that place again, we heard this noise coming from one of the entrances of 
the locker rooms. First we were too lazy to care but suddenly we heard a girl scream. | was so fucking stoned 
| couldn't move at first. But Izzy jumped to see what was going on 

He caught a jock molesting a girl. Until today I'm not really sure what happened over there but Izzy had gone 
full medieval on that guy. Beat him into a bloody pulp. Like | said: | had no clue how this happened, but Izzy 
could be motherfucking mad. | had no intentions to meet Mr. Lunatic Stradlin ever again. 


People always said | had anger issues. Well, | joined tea parties compared to that one incident. Seriously. 


| zipped my pants and rubbed my temples. My eyes closed. 

‘God, Melissa. What are we gonna do about this? | heard her chuckle and when | opened my eyes she hopped 
on the table, swinging her legs. She looked so god damn young. 

‘Come on, rock star. Like you never fucked a girl and forgot about her the next day: 


She had a point. But | realized that she just wasn't some ordinary girl | wanted to screw and leave for the next 
one. | guess I'd really gotten old. 

| opened my eyes and looked at her seriously. ‘| guess | just don't know how to deal with the Izzy thing’ How 
was this gonna turn out anyway? 

She shrugged again. ‘| guess we don't tell him. Why should we? 

‘You don't think we'll be running into each other again?! Why was that thought so damn disappointing? 

‘Maybe. She grinned at me. ‘Then we can fuck again. | think I'd like that. I'm sure I'll be missing your cock 
tomorrow evening already’ My dick jerked. God damn. Get your things together, man. 

| needed to get away. First time in ages I'd be too early for a show. Fucking irony. 
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‘Jesus Christ, Izzy. Make it a quick one and take it to your dressing room, will ya? You're up on stage in about 
20: | heard Axl chuckle as he went by towards the stage. 

God, was | really standing in the hallway making out with Ana like we were fucking teenagers? 

| pressed my forehead against Ana's, panting. ‘I've done worse in public, believe me, but at this age? This is 
fucking embarrassing: 

‘Making out with you makes me feel twenty years younger’ She chuckled. ‘We should get back to that later: 
She kissed me again. 

| let out a groan. God, | hated Axl. 

‘| should get going and clear my head. Can't really get on stage with a boner: 

Ana giggled like a girl. ‘Why not? Show every girl what she's missing: 

| blinked. ‘Yeah, | can tell you: Even though | wrote that fucking song there is no way I'd be able to sing it, if 


my dick is in charge. Now, come on. | have to get ready, woman: 


There had never been a show in the past that felt so fucking long like this one. | swear to god, by the time | 
finished "l4 years" | just wanted to get off stage to grab Ana, drag her to my room and screw her brains out. 
God, | was acting like a fucking caveman. | guess playing a whole show with a growing boner wasn't such a good 
idea, and the adrenaline just did the rest. 

‘tm doing "Nightrain" and then I'm off: | said to Axl between the songs. He raised an eyebrow. 

‘You fucking kidding me? You can't just take off, fucker: 

| gave him a grin and he knew what | was up to. He damn sure knew | would just take off. 

| put down my guitar and took off my jacket to buy us a few seconds. Then | rolled up my sleeves. 

‘Look, man. You don't need me here anyway. I've done my song, | play nice.. but if | need to play more than one 
other song with a boner like that, I'm gonna explode: Axl blinked and looked at me for a second. Then he broke 
out laughing. ‘Yeah man, | get you. Let's do that fucking song and then you go and get finally laid, old man: 

But there was one thing | hadn't reckoned with. Axl was always about sharing a good story. 


So there | was, putting the strap of my guitar over my head, as Axl choose to speak up to the audience. Fuck. 
‘So, Ladies and gentlemen. Let me tell you something about Mr. Izzy Stradlin here: | threw him a look and he 
laughed at me. ‘Izzy just told me he'll do one more song with us tonight. But then he needs to get off because 
he has a date: That fucker wasn't serious. | couldn't help but laugh. 


The audience was already catcalling us, when Axl continued. ‘But let me tell you something: Izzy has been 
waiting for this date twenty-four years. Isn't that some romantic shit? Fuck! Twenty-four years to finally get 
back to the woman of your dreams. Wow! I'll say we're gonna rock the fucking Nightrain and get on with this 
show so that Izzy can go and get laid’ 

| was so going to kill him. As soon as | was finished with Ana And thinking about her, that fucking song was 


way too long. 


| jumped off the stage and shove my guitar in the hand of my guitar tech. Seriously, I've never been in such a 
hurry my whole life. When | finally found Ana beside the stage, enjoying the show with Melissa, | felt like a 
fucking teenager. | gave her a quick hug and raised my eyebrow quizzically. 

‘You okay here by yourself? | really need to talk to your mom in private.’ 

She burst out laughing and Ana blushed. ‘God, Izzy. Everyone here heard what Axl just said Just go and do.. 
whatever. | just don't wanna think about it! | gave her a quick kiss on her cheek. It really had its perks to have 
a full grown up daughter. ‘Thanks, honey. 

| grabbed Ana and threw her over my shoulder, making her squeak. 

We barely made it to my room. Already making out heavily in the elevator, we offended some old couple. 


Honestly they probably weren't much older than | was but in that situation | felt twenty years younger. 


When we finally arrived at our floor, | couldn't really remember getting to the room. Ana pressed me against 
the door to the suite, while | fumbled in my pockets for the key card. 

By the time we reached the bedroom, | was already undressed to my boxers while Ana was jumping on one leg 
to get rid of her jeans. God, this was fun. | couldn't really remember when | actually had so much fun before 
the fucking part. 

She chuckled and jumped on the bed sitting there just in her underwear. | looked at her for a second. How did | 
even manage to make it through twenty-four years without her? She was beautiful. 

She still had the body of a twenty-something girl. 

Oh yeah, | wouldn't let her out of this bed before dawn. That was for sure. We had a lot to catch up. 
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Axl 


Three weeks. Three fucking weeks and not a single word. 

This shit was insane. | was insane. There was no reasonable explanation why | kept chasing after that girl like a 
total horndog. 

| let out a frustrated groan and fought the urge to smash my phone into the wall. God damn, Bill. That wasn't 
meant to happen. For three fucking weeks | was trying to get that chick out of my head, but | just ended up 
calling her and leaving messages on her voice mail. How fucking embarrassing was that? 

At this point | didn't even care anymore. | was fucking craving for her. This was crazy. | haven't felt like this in 
decades. Two wild nights in Vegas and | couldn't get her out of my head. Like she said: What happens in Vegas, 
stays in Vegas. Right? But | just couldn't let that go. 


And just like these last weeks, | found myself sitting at the piano again working on another love song. | hadn't 
been writing things like that in years, and now | had a ton of songs | could easily play in for another album. | 
laughed out loud and my gaze went to the phone again. God damn, why won't she just call me back? 

Maybe it was better that way, right? Like she already said in Vegas: How would that work out anyway? She 
was a fucking teacher, and she wasn't even half my age. | let out another groan and covered my face with my 


hands. Not to forget the fact that she was my best friend's daughter. 


| jumped as my phone rang. Holy shit! Please let this be her | wish silently. With shaking fingers | push the 
answer button on my phone. 

‘Yeah? | answer hoarsely. 

‘What's up fucker? | heared Izzy's voice. Shit. 

‘Oh, you're still alive dude? Haven't heard from you in weeks, man' Maybe he had some information on Melissa 
My heart raced, 

‘Yeah. Sorry, man. All that stuff that happened in Vegas was pretty intense. It still is... kind of. I've been jetting 
between Indiana and Cali the last weeks. I'm seriously thinking about moving back: 

‘Seriously? Wow. So | guess you and Ana are..' 

‘Still figuring things out. But | just can't leave her again, you know? She gave my life sense again, man: 


| chuckled. ‘That sounds like some serious shit, man! 


‘It is. Can you believe that shit, dude? | have a whole family now. With all perks, man. Like barbeque on 
Saturdays and Sunday visits from Melissa. | still can't believe it! Oh god, | would kill for Sunday visits from 
Melissa 

‘| really can't picture you as that family guy who does barbeque with the neighbors. ' This was so not Izzy. 

‘| didn't either. But it's really rice: 

‘So, enough of that Smalltalk shit Izz, | guess that's not why you're calling. So what's up?" 

| could hear him take a breath. Oh shit. Something was going on. 

‘Okay. But please hear me out and don't hang up, okay? 

| frowned. ‘Suuuure: | said suspiciously. 

‘There's that thing at the Hard Rock Café tonight: Oh fuck me, | knew it. ‘That red carpet thing. You know how 
| hate going to these events. You're maybe in to join me? No way would | go to a red carpet event at 
Hollywood bly. 

‘You're kidding, right? Why are you going in the first place? You're even avoiding these events more than me: 
He chuckled. ‘| promised Melissa to take her. You know? Being her rock star dad and all. She's excited to see the 
glamour and shit: Oh shit. He was taking Melissa? 

‘tm in’ | said a little too quickly. ‘| mean: I'm in if you're in for a after party at my house’ 

‘Yeah, | guess. | wouldn't bring Ana. She's in Santa Barbara. But | think Melissa would be in for a party at your 
place. Hell yeah. There must be a god. 

‘Please tell me Slash isn't going?’ 

‘Can't say. Haven't talked to him in a while. But he got a star on the walk of fame, dude. | guess he could be 
showing up there: 

‘Fuck And still you're asking me to come?" 

| heard him laugh. ‘You're my best friend, dude. Although | know Melissa would be thrilled to meet Slash: 
‘Yeah. Well, fuck him. We'll meet there. You owe me. Big time: | hung up the phone. 


| wasn't really sure if | should be pissed at him or grateful. All | knew was that | would even go on stage with 


all of the fucking GNR retards, if that meant | could get to see Melissa again. | was fucked. 
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God, | hated these events. | hated to get all dressed up. | hated to get there by a fucking limo. | hated to make 
all the way over the red carpet and stop once in a while for pictures. Man, | just hated that kind of attention 
Again, | was really close to just tell the driver to stop a block away to make my way in though the back 
entrance. That was more my style. Just to get in plain and simple, have some fun and leave without anyone 


even noticing | was there. Perfect for me. 


This complete rock star shit has never been my thing anyway. | was a musician. | just wanted to play. Sure, it 
was nice to feel the huge audience but after doing my thing, | just wanted to go home and cuddle my dog. But 
things turned out differently when GNR hit big. No wonder | got caught up in this whole drug bubble at that 
time. There was no other way to get this over with. 

| felt nervous. My palms were damp and my leg was trembling. Fuck | hated these things. 

Wiping my hands at my pants | eyed the liquor cabinet of the limo. Calm down, Isbell. Everything's gonna be 


fine. 


Then | felt Melissa grabbing my hand and | suddenly calmed down a bit. 

| looked at her and she gave me a smile. 

‘You're nervous?” 

| breathed out heavily. ‘Yeah. | hate these things. Too much attention: 

‘Seriously? You're playing in front of thousands of people and a red carpet gives you the creeps?” She raised 
an eyebrow. 

‘Pretty much because | just do my thing on stage. On the carpet people expect you to talk to them. | hate 
interviews: 

She chuckled. 

‘Yeah figured. Never read a lot of you. You're really closed up all the time. But | really appreciate you're taking 
me. I'm really excited’ 

‘Sure | was going to take you. | wanna show you off. Being all your proud dad, you know? She giggled. 

‘You're going to tell them? 

‘Yeah, | am going to tell them. Because otherwise you'll be reading on "Intouch" about old Izzy Stradlin fucking a 


girl not even half his age: 


‘ls that why you're nervous?! Yeah baby, you got it right. | let out a groan 
‘This will hit big, honey. Could affect your personal life, too. You're sure you wanna bring this to the open? 


She gave me a nod. 


When the car stopped, | took a deep breath, put on my shades and stepped out. Immediately | tried to cut out 
the screaming, the flashlights and the huge amount of people around the red carpet. 

| held out my hand to help Melissa out of the car. 

When she stepped out, the flashes even went wilder. Yeah. She looked stunning and | had to admit: | was proud 
as hell. She was beautiful and she was my baby girl. 

| felt unremarkable beside her. She wore a short, black, strapless dress and high heels. Nothing fancy or some 
sort of designer shit. But she just looked very rock ‘n ' roll 

| laid a hand at the small of her back and lightly guided her towards the entrance. 

We stopped for some pictures and answered some questions. Like | thought, the news spread like a wildfire and 


everyone was harassing us. IT was time to get inside. 


Once we hit the party, | relaxed a bit. These events were insane. | just wanted to crawl inside a corner and 
stay there. But | wanted Melissa to have a good time and proud dad that | was, | even enjoyed showing her off. 
| was sipping on my diet coke, watching Melissa talking to some model chick, when a strong hand grabbed my 
shoulder. When | turned to see who it was, | came face to face with Slash. 

He gave me a wide grin. 

‘lzzy, man. Never expected to see you here: | gave him a firm hug. 

‘Yeah, dude. | promised my daughter: His eyes went wide and | couldn't help but laugh. 

‘Daughter? What did | miss?” 

‘Long story, dude. You remember Ana? That girl | met in ‘88 near Frisco? | think you might've hooked up with 
her friend April’ He looked confused. But after a couple of seconds he smiled at me. 

‘God, that crazy blonde chick? Didn't she cut Axl's hair or something? You'd never believe what she did to me 
that night: | chuckled. Yeah, I'd met April several times now in the last few weeks. She was beyond crazy. 
‘Yeah, right. That chick. Whatever, her friend Ana and | hooked up. And | met her in Vegas again. Now, meet my 
beautiful daughter Melissa: | interrupted Melissa and pulled her towards me. ‘Honey, there's someone you 


should meet: 


When she said good bye to that model chick and turned to face Slash, her eyes went wide. 

Slash looked at me puzzled for a second and held out his hand to Melissa 

‘Wow. Sorry, sweetheart. But that's kind of a shocker: 

‘Oh my god. Slash. Wow. It is so great to finally meet you’ Melissa shook his hand. ‘Sorry, but I'm really trying 
hard not to go all fan girly on you: 

‘Melissa is a huge fan of yours. Can't really imagine why because her dad is a much better guitar player and 
song writer and shit. And it sure as shit ain't the looks. | teased. 

Melissa's elbow hit my ribs. ‘He's so much better than you. So shut up already: 

| laughed and Slash just skipped his gaze between me and Melissa. 

‘Wow. Thanks. Uhm... l'm really speechless. She really looks like you, man. But way prettier: Slash said. ‘I'm sorry, 
sweetheart. It's nice to meet you too. And you can go all fan girly on me if you like. As long as my wife is not 


around. He joked, and | hit his ribs with my elbow. 


‘Perla will skin you alive and feed what's left of your sorry ass to the dogs. Remember that, dude: 
Slash just snorted as | gave him an evil grin. 


‘This is so cool. 've a crush on you since the first time | saw you on MTV. That was when | decided to play 
guitar. And look at me, now. I've the coolest dad ever and am talking to you: 


‘Come on girl, let's get you another drink and you can tell me all about you. | am curious. Slash put his arm 
around her shoulder and pulled her too tight for my concern. 
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| crunched my teeth and clinched my fists. Why on god's fucking earth did | sign up for this again? 

Right. Melissa. She looked amazing in that short strapless dress and these high heels, which seemed to let her 
legs look endless. My dick twitched. Holy shit, | couldn't even look at her without getting horny as hell. | was 
definitely doomed, 

Getting here already got me through hell. God, | hated this shit. What did | think to show up here alone? | 
really didn't want to think about what the tabloids would be making up tomorrow. 


Now | was standing in a dark corner on the opposite of the room, sipping my single malt and staring holes into 
Slash's back. | knew it. | fucking knew that he'd show up here. And him getting all the attention of Melissa was 
the final straw. | took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a second. If I'd go fucking crazy here, there was 
no way to smooth the press. This would end up in a disaster. | needed to chill out for god's sake. 


Izzy moved through the crowd and stopped here and there to talk to some people. | didn't really get who he 
was talking to. | didn't care. | didn't even wonder why he was all Mr. Enjoyable. All | cared about was that 
fucking hand of Slash on Melissa's back. Izzy wasn't serious to leave this horny fuckward alone with her. He 
pissed me off real bad. | fought the urge to get over and just punch that fucker in the face. A thing | 
should've done a long time ago. His hand moved up and down Melissa's back while they moved closer to each 
other and talked into each other's ears. | nearly choked on my whiskey. 

She wouldn't, right? | knew Slash would. Absolutely. As long as his annoying wife wasn't around. 

| remembered Melissa showing me her tattoo of that ridiculous cat with that top hat and Slash's name 
underneath. God, he was her fucking idol and if he just implied that he'd wanna screw her, she would. Was Izzy 
fucking blind? 


| looked out for him again and saw him making his way in my direction Why wasn't he staying with her? Slash 
was already drooling all over her. 

When he saw me, he even smiled at me. I'd like to punch him, too. Fucker. 

‘Axe. There you are. | thought you might ditch me: | tried to put on a fake smile. 

‘You fucker made me come here all by myself. | don't wanna know what the press is making out of this 


tomorrow. | had to storm in here avoid those bitchy assholes: 


‘Yeah, tell me about it. | just dropped the bomb about Melissa Guess the tabloids will be full with this 
tomorrow and I've Rolling Stone magazine on my ass for another interview: 

‘You deserve worse, fucker. | knew Slash was showing up here. | can't believe you got me in for this shit: | 
threw a look at Melissa and Slash at the bar. 

‘| didn't know he'd be showing up here. But Melissa seems happy to finally meet him. He's her idol. I'm kinda 
jealous. Since he showed up here she's just talking to him: 

| grabbed my glass so hard that | thought it might break any second. 

‘You're not worried?" 

He looked puzzled. ‘Why? Slash hitting on Melissa? Dude, he might be younger than us but he's still an old 
fucker to her. She's fucking twenty-three. Nearly half his age. What would she possibly see in him? 

Yeah, dude. Asking myself that same question over and over for the last thirty minutes. 


‘You're probably right. She looks stunning, man‘ | tried to sound casual. 

‘Yeah. I'm proud as hell. Who could've guessed I'll finally get something right in life? 

My stomach knot. He was fucking right. Who could've guessed Izzy would be able to create something as 
beautiful as her? ‘Dude, | need to get outside and give Ana a quick call. Are we still hitting your place for that 
after-party?" 

Oh shit. | totally forgot about that. | needed to make some quick arrangements so that actually some people 
were showing up for that party later. 

‘Yeah, sure. Everything's set up: Total lie. But | really wanted to talk to Melissa And get rid of Slash. So having 


Izzy and her over at my place would be perfect. 
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Melissa 


God, this was the best evening of my life. Honestly. And it just had started. 

Izzy was the best dad a girl could wish for. | knew how much he hated these events. | even goggled if he'd 
shown up for these kind of things in the past and there only had been a handful. 

Seeing him in the car all nervous and twirly, made my heart skip. He felt totally uncomfortable and still he was 
going. Just because of me. | really loved him for that. 

And him making public that | was his daughter, was just the cherry on that giant sundae. 


| really enjoyed being shown off. We talked to a lot of celebs. | think | might even shook the hand of Rihanna 
and Russell Brand. This was huge for me. 

Just when | thought it couldn't get any better than this, Izzy introduced me to Slash. 

| swear, | nearly fainted. | had been dreaming about this moment since | was a little girl and saw the "Sweet 
child o'mine " video on MTV for the first time. At that moment | knew | wanted to play guitar. 

| still love these old videos. God, Slash was fucking cool back then. And so was Izzy. And Axl? Holy shit, he had 


been so fucking handsome. And he still was. 


Thinking of him didn't feel comfortable. Still my stomach fluttered as | thought about these two magical days 
in Vegas. And him calling my cell, leaving messages on my voice mail each day for more than three weeks 
didn't help at all. | didn't want to get caught up in a thing with Axl Rose. That wasn't supposed to happen. What 
happened in Vegas was supposed to stay in Vegas. 

We've had a good time, nothing more. Right? 


And still | couldn't help looking around for him every now and then. 


Talking to Slash was fun. He was a really nice guy and even a little shy at first. Once he got comfortable talking 
to me, he turned out flirty and really funny. He ordered champagne for me and we talked for like an hour 
about music. | even admitted to him that | got his name tattooed. 

He was completely different than I'd imagined. I'd imagined him flirty and extroverted like Axl. When | was young 
| always thought he was sexy. 


Sure, he still was rockin cool and still the best guitar player ever, but | could just see him like a nice kind of 


uncle. Strange. 


Since | hadn't seen anything of Axl at that event, | really was looking forward to that party at his house. Izzy 
had called in on mom to let her know we'd be staying in town for Axl's party. 

God, my hands were damp and | had a huge knot in my throat as we pulled up that driveway to his huge 
house in Malibu. How on earth should | explain to him why | didn’t call him back? Would he be mad? Maybe 
that was the reason why he didn't show up at that Hollywood event? 

‘Don't ever think I'd be living at a place like this’ Izzy said as we pulled up the driveway. ‘This is insane. Why on 
earth does he need such a lot of space anyway? 

‘Maybe he'd like to have a big family someday: | said absently. 

| heard Izzy snorting. ‘He's fucking fifty. He needs to knock up several girls at once to fill that house: 

| couldn't help but chuckle. Axl could easily do that, | guessed. 


Izzy held out his hand to help me out of the car, as | was still staring at that huge building. Damn, just the 
way from the gate to the house took us easily two minutes. 

When Axl opened the door, | clung to Izzy's arm. 

Axl gave me a casual smile. God, these piercing green eyes | tried to forget this last weeks. Damn, him eying 
me like that made me wet in an instant. 

When he took my hand and raised it to his lips, | gasped. The smile on his face didn't really reach his eyes. 
‘Melissa. Nice to see you again’ He gave Izzy a nod. ‘Come on in. Should | give you the tour? 

Axl didn't let go of my hand and put it casually on his arm as he led me inside. 


Izzy shook his head and gave me a look. 

‘You go ahead, Mel. I've already seen this insane place more than once. You'll find me outside: 

| nearly wrenched my neck, trying to look at Izzy as Axl led me through his place. Was he really going to let 
me alone with him? Jesus Christ, this would so end up in hot sex, | guessed. 

He didn't say any word when he led me into a study room. When he shut the door, he lightly pushed me 
against it, resting both of his hands beside my shoulders. | could see anger in his green eyes. Oh fuck! He really 
was mad. 
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Axl 


‘Explain’ | just said, crunching my teeth. 

God, | was so fucking mad. Her being so damn close to me, didn't exactly help. She smelled so good and | wanted 
to touch her so badly. 

‘Wha... l.. What are you talking about? She sounded confused. 

‘| have been calling you for three fucking weeks, Melissa’ 

She stared at me for a moment and | saw her eyes squeezing a little. Oh, this was going to be a good fight. 
‘And? 

‘And? Seriously? | let out a derisive laugh. ‘You never even considered calling me back? 

‘Axl, l. l'm sorry. | just didn't find the time.. | didn't let her finish that fucking sentence. 

‘You're fucking shitting me? | woke up in Vegas and you were gone. No "good bye", no fucking word if we'd be 
seeing each other again, nothing. Jesus Christ, Melissa. | had to bribe that fucking hotel receptionist for your 
phone number: 

She shook her head ‘I thought we were clear about what happened in Vegas? | mean, how should this work out 
anyway?" She looked up and our eyes met as she put her warm hand on my chest. 

‘Axl, I'm sorry | just left like that but this is it. Get over it: 

When she pushed me lightly and slipped out underneath my arm, | grabbed her to wrist to hold her back. She 
wasn't fucking serious. 

‘You're planning on fucking Slash? That's why you just ditch me like that?! | was fucking raging. 

She threw me a puzzled look. ‘Where the fuck is that coming from” 

‘| saw you two all cozy and shit. He had his fucking hands all over you: | tried to pull her closer as her eyes 
went wide. ‘You were there? Why? Were you watching me or something? This is crazy, Axl’ 

She pulled back. 

‘| knew you'd be totally crazy about him. You fucked him already over there? | was blind with anger and pulled 
her back to me. 

‘Let go of me: She tried again to pull out of my grip. 

Shit. | really didn't mean to hurt her. | always did things like that when | got mad. Always have. These anger 


issues | had been trying to get rid of for a long time, kept popping up from out of nowhere. And just as | 
thought | might be able to hold everything under control, something like this happened. 


| opened my hand and she stumbled backwards against the desk. Pushing my hair out of my face, | stepped 
back a bit while Melissa rubbed her wrist. | closed my eyes for a second and took a deep breath. Calm down, 
lunatic. 

‘Mel. Please.. | reached out to her as she threw me an evil gaze. 

‘Don't touch me, we're done: 

When she tried to past me, | stepped in her way. She looked up to me with her angry blue eyes. She was 
fucking beautiful, angry like that. 

‘Mel, come on. I'm sorry. | didn't mean to.. She poked a finger into my chest. 

‘You are a fucking lunatic, Axl Rose.’ 

| put my hands gently on her shoulders but she shrugged me off and took a step back. 

| let out a groan and ran a hand over my face. That effect she had on me was killing me. 

‘lam going fucking nuts here, Mel. Three fucking weeks l'm just sitting around thinking about you and writing 
shitty love songs. | sighed. ‘| am way too old for you and | know | shouldn't, but l'm falling hard for you, girl’ 
Her eyes softened a bit and my heart skipped a beat. Maybe there was still a chance. 

‘| know | am acting like a raging lunatic. This is crazy, right? But what | feel with you | haven't felt in years. It 
just seems right, you know? | took a step forward and she bumped against the desk again. ‘Please don't tell me 


you didn't notice that: 


| reached out to put a streak of her silky black hair out of her face. My thumb caressing her cheek. 

| could see her eyes tearing up as she gave me a small nod. 

‘Yeah, | did. And it scares the shit out of me: 

‘Tell me about it, babe: | said and pulled down to cover her lips with mine. 

When she moved her hands up to my neck, | pulled her close to me. God, | was craving for this for weeks now. 
| was just about losing control, when she pulled back a bit. 

‘How's this gonna work out, Axl? This is crazy’ Her piercing blue eyes locking into mine. 

| shrugged. ‘| know. And | have no fucking clue how this is going to work out. All | know is that I'm dying without 
touching you: | grabbed her ass and lifted her up on the desk When she spread her legs to let me get closer, 
| was already hard as a rock. 

‘Oh, you sure as shit will need to touch me. Because | want you to make me scream your name: She giggled. 
‘So does this make me the official girl friend of Axl Rose? 

| ran my hands over her thighs and looked at her. 

‘| don't want anyone else but you, babe. But | don't think people would approve: | kissed her earlobe and let my 
lips trace the way down to her shoulder. God, she tasted so sweet. 

‘| don't care what people think, you know? 

‘Yeah. But that thing with Izzy? We'll have to keep this secret. He would never forgive me for this. Believe me! 
She looked at me sadly. 

‘Maybe he'll get used to us if we all spend some time together? 

| let out a laugh. 


‘So | come over for Saturday's barbeque, huh? 
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‘You're fucking kidding me, right?! Axl growled into the phone. 

‘No, sugarbutt. I'm fucking serious: | couldn't help but chuckle. 

‘Don't fucking sugarbutt-me, Mel. I'm dead serious: 

‘| mean it, Axl. You either come or I'll find someone who will take me: | could barely hide a giggle. Axl's face 
was probably red of anger by now. | loved burning him up. This normally led to wild sex. Damn, | wished | was 
with him right now. 

‘No, Mel. No way l'm joining this shit. Charity or not! God, he was so fucking stubborn sometimes. 

‘Come on, Axl. You're being childish. Someday you'll need to face this anyway: 

‘No. | won't. Ask Izzy to join you. | don't care. This conversation is over! 

'lzzy is taking mom. | want a real date with you. Come on: | said sweetly. 

He was silent for a few seconds. 

‘There's no way he will let me take you as my date, Mel: 

‘Yes, he will. He knows we get along: | sighed ‘If you're not in for this, I'll ask Slash. Perla is not in town’ 

| could hear him crunching his teeth. Pushing his buttons was so much fun 

‘tm sure as shit ain't let you go with that fuckhead. He's not able to keep it in his pants: 

‘So you're taking me? | asked joyfully. 

‘No: 

‘Axl | moaned. 

He let out a huge sigh. ‘Jesus, Mel. You're really expecting me to show up at that Kings of Chaos shit? These 
are all people I'm trying to avoid for years now: 

‘You're still talking to Duff | rolled my eyes. 

‘But l'm not talking to Slash. | won't show up for this fucking show. You imagine what the press will make out 
of this? I'll have to get through that reunion shit over and over again, just for showing up there. Not to 
mention showing up with you: 


‘Mel, honey? You ready?" A voice from the other room called. 
‘Look, | gotta go. But please think about it? 
‘No, | won't. Where the fuck are you and who's calling you "honey"? Axl asked harshly. 


‘Slash's: | said plainly and heard him exhaling sharply. 

‘If this is a fucking joke Mel, it's not funny. 

‘Chill. Izzy's with me. We're jamming. He's working on some new stuff with him. This is so exciting for me. 
‘God, | hate this fucker. Any chance you ditch them and come over later? 

‘You know this conversation is not over, right? I'm either going with you or with him: 

| heard him crunch his teeth again. 

‘Fine He said and | nearly cheered. ‘But I'll just join the after show party. And you owe me: 

| chuckled. ‘Baby, I'm gonna make it worth your while: 

‘Not sure if this is gonna be worth it, babe. Not really sure: 

He broke the call without a warning. He was really pissed. 


| snapped my phone shut, walked over into the studio and threw it onto the table. 

Slash and Izzy were sitting on a couch, both a guitar in their laps, strumming. God, it was so exciting to watch 
them. They came up with lyrics and riffs so easily. 

‘What pissed you off?” Slash raised an eyebrow at me. 

| just shrugged while Izzy chuckled. 

‘Ana thinks she's got a secret boyfriend. She's always closed up and won't talk about it! 

‘Oh shut up, Izzy’ | hissed. He and mom were teasing me about this for days now. 

‘So, you've got a secret lover?" Slash joined. Seriously? ‘Come on, pretty. Tell us old dudes, who's the lucky guy? 
We won't tell your mom. | swear: 

| rolled my eyes. ‘If I'd tell anyone, then I'd tell my mom before you two. There's nothing to tell anyway: 

‘| really don't know if I'd wanna know. Thanks: Izzy said plainly. He was so adorable, being all overprotective. | 
really enjoyed that he wanted to spend time with me. 

‘There's nothing to tell. Really. And if you wanna know: | just talked to Axl on the phone: 

Slash's eyes went wide. ‘You're talking to Axl now?” He looked over to Izzy. ‘You're aware of this? 

Izzy took a sip of his coffee. ‘Yeah. They kinda hanging out sometimes. You know I'm seeing him a lot: 

Slash shook his head. ‘Yeah man. But him hanging out with your beautiful and extremely young daughter? 
Nothing you should ignore: 

‘Hey. I'm right here, you know?" | glared at Slash. The least | needed was a suspicious Izzy on my heels. ‘He's 
taking me to this charity thing with mom and Izzy. | just asked him to come! 

Slash nearly choked on his coffee. ‘You fucking kidding me, kid? He'd never show up to a show l'm participating: 
Izzy frowned. ‘He hates these things and he knows the other guys are coming, too. How on earth did you get 
him to join you? 

| shrugged. ‘| asked nicely and told him you'd owe him for this because | need a date: 

‘You told him | owe him? You're fucking crazy, girl. God knows to what shit he's going to make me participate 
next. God' He groand. ‘Why won't you take your boyfriend or so? 

‘| already said, | don't have one. And for the record: Axl is the perfect escort for this. He's nice, he knows the 
business and he's your friend. And | really would love him and Slash making up: 

Slash let out a laughter. ‘Yeah dream on, girl. He's never gonna talk to me. He hates my guts. Don't know why 
but he does. | don't fucking care. I've no hard feelings. Best thing I've ever done was leaving that fucking band: 
Izzy shook his head laughing. ‘Honey. He's never going to show up for that event. Believe me. | know that guy 
for fucking decades. He is stubborn like hell. There's no chance that he'll show up to an event where Slash and 


Stevie are going to be seen Even if he's got a beautiful chaperone like you: 
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There are not many things in life that could possibly surprise me. I've seen a lot, been through too much shit. 
Way too much, thinking about it now. 

But Axl actually showing up to be in the same room with Slash? Wow, shocker. This was a thing | could've 
never imagined. 

| had no fucking clue how Mel had managed to get him here. To get done, what no one of us managed to do for 
more than fucking fifteen years. 


As she clung on Axl's arm, hovering over the red carpet towards the entrance of the club, | couldn't help but 
wonder if Slash had been right. Maybe | shouldn't ignore that they were hanging out. 

| shook my head and hid a chuckle. This father-thing was pulling on my nerves. God, what would she possibly 
see in such an old motherfucker like Axl. Right? She still was a damn baby. Keep it together Isbell. This was 
fucking ridiculous. 


Finally gotten inside | was just admiring how beautiful Ana looked tonight and how perfectly she'd managed the 
press, when a familiar face showed up with a huge grin. 

'lzzy, man. Long time no see.’ 

Duff pulled me into a tight hug. 

‘Duff. Great to see you again. What's up with the family? Everything okay? 

| didn't thought this was even possible, but his smile went wider. 

‘Awesome man. But you know, teenage girls. This is hell sometimes. | really miss some dicks around. I'm so 
outnumbered: 

| couldn't help but laugh. He really loved his family but the girls were really freaking him out sometimes. | felt 
grateful again that Melissa was already a grown up. 

‘So, Slash told me you've a daughter now? That was news, man. She here?! 

‘Yeah, she's somewhere around with Axl: 

Duff's eyes went wide. ' You fucking shitting me, right? No way he'd show up here. He does know that Slash's 
here too, right? 


‘Yeah. Don't ask me. Melissa managed to get him here. I've no idea how: 


Duff chuckled. ‘She must be really charming if she got him out of his Malibu fortress. She must take after 
her mom and not after your ugly ass! 

| showed him the finger. He was such a Jerk sometimes but | really missed hanging with the guys. Now that all 
of them were dead sober, it was actually really fun. 

‘You have no idea how she's taking after me. Too much | guess. But she's into music. Guess that's good: 
‘Yeah, Slash already told me she's an awesome guitar player. Guess she got this from you. Must be fucking 
good if Slash is bragging about this.’ 

‘Where is that fucker anyway? Haven't seen him: 

| just hoped that Slash showing up wouldn't trigger some kind of apocalyptic disaster. Axl being here was a 
fucking time bomb. And | really didn't have any intension of getting between those two fuckers. 

Duff shrugged. ‘Don't know, man. But I'm sure Axl wouldn't even notice him if he's showing up’ 

He gave a nod over my shoulder. When | turned to see what he was talking about, | saw Axl and Melissa 
dancing. Slow dancing. Really? | frowned. 

‘Wow. That's a hottie. Don't tell me that's your girl, man’ Duff chuckled. 

‘Yeah, he's her date: | replied ‘And I'm beginning to feel not comfortable with this. 

‘They'd make a nice couple. Damn, she's gorgeous. Definitely not taking after you, dumbass: 


EK 
Axl 


Staying calm wasn't really my strongest suit. 

When | was a kid there wasn't really much that could calm me down when things got rough. | can't really say 
if it was fear or fury that made me go nuts. | guess it was both. 

When the reverend lost it again, I'd hide in the closet with my face pressed to my knees, covering my ears, 


humming. Just praying that the storm would went by. 


As | grew up, | didn't hide anymore. | acted out. So things got worse and | left home at the age of seventeen 
Today's point of view? If | hadn't left, I'd probably killed that motherfucker by strangling him in his sleep. So 
leaving was actually a really smart choice. 

It took me years to figure out that only music could calm me down. Every time | got angry, I'd just close my 
eyes and listened to that song in my head for a minute. 


This was the only way to keep me from going all crazy. 


Until | met her. Just holding Melissa in my arms, made me go all cozy and easy. Like there was nothing to fear 
or anything to worry about. 

So there | was, standing in the middle of a club, full of people | hated, holding her in my arms and swaying to 
the music. And at that moment | didn't want to be anywhere else. This was by far the most unreal situation in 
my whole life. 

She felt soft and smooth. | wished that | could pull her closer to me, but with Izzy and Ana around that was 
out of the question 

‘You were probably right. It was a damn fault coming here: Melissa whispered in my ear. 


My hands on her hips, | pulled back a bit to look at her and raised an eyebrow. 


‘Dancing with you makes me horny as hell. And there's no way we'll be able to get rid of mom and Izzy: 
She shove her hands into my neck and fingered my hair. | groaned. 

‘Mel, come on. Izzy's already suspicious, | bet: 

‘| don't care: She said and leaned her head on my shoulder. 


This was crazy. If she was getting just an inch closer, I'd probably fuck her right here on one of these tables. 


| was just thinking of a way to get rid of my growing boner, a strong hand grabbed my shoulder. 

‘You should take a break before Izzy actually gets what's going on here. And | can introduce myself: 

| heard Duff's voice. Letting go of Mel, | turned to give him a hug. 

‘Hey, what's up, man” It was really good to see him again. 

Being Duff, he just shrugged and directly held out his hand to Melissa 

‘Hey gorgeous. I'm Duff: He gave her his million dollar smile. Fucker. 

Melissa took his hand. ‘Nice to finally meet you. Heard a lot about you already: 

‘How about you dance with me and let this fucker cool down a bit? He looked at me. ‘You okay with that? 
‘Yeah, man. Whatever: | gritted my teeth and backed off. 


Clenching my fists | closed my eyes for a second to focus. | just couldn't help myself. Even seeing her with 
Duff made me go all crazy. 

Like a fucking jealous teenager | sat down at the bar and sipped my drink, watching them intensively. Duff loved 
To dance and he was a really good dancer. 

| watched him talking to her, making her laugh and spinning her around the dance floor. 

If | didn't knew that fucker was totally in love with his wife, I'd probably gone all medieval on him for touching 


her. 


| had just turned for a second to order a new drink, Duff showed up beside me. 

‘God, that girl is fun. Definitely not taking after Izzy, man' He chuckled. 

| blinked and looked out where he could possibly have left Mellissa Seeing her dancing with Slash, | nearly 
choked on my drink. 

‘You've gotta be fucking kidding me: | growled. 

| was just getting up to go over and beat that smile out of that fuckers face, Duff's strong hand pushed me 
down to my seat again. 

‘Chill, man. | guess Izzy's not gonna like if you're acting totally jealous on his girl’ He chuckled. ‘How long's that 
going on between you two anyway? 

‘What are you even talking about, dude? | tried to give him a puzzled look. 

‘Oh come on, Axe. A blind could see the sparks flying . I'm actually surprised Izzy's not seeing anything at all: 
Duff shook his head. ‘Man, he'll be beyond pissed if he finds out: 
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Duff 


| have seen Axl doing a lot of stupid things. Sometimes just plain stupid, other times batshit insane. 

Like that time we'd be signing our contract at Geffen's and he just took off like a lunatic because he couldn't 
find his contacts. He ended up on the rooftop of the Whisky a Go Go, meditating. 

Just plain stupid. 

Or that time he went all medi-fucking-evil on some chick that got him and Slash arrested for rape because of 
his stupid behavior. Absolutely insane. 

Same that time he just dove into the audience to knock out some guy with a camcorder. Yeah, he could be a 


fucking lunatic sometimes. 


But fucking a chick not even half his age, that happened to be his best friend's daughter? This got even me 
doubting his sanity. Seriously, who on earth would do some wicked shit like this? 

He was definitely some fries short of his Happy Meal. That's for sure. 

But hey, who's judging? | had my fair share of crazy in the past, right? Who'd guess | would end up with a 
dead sexy model for a wife and two awesome girls? Sometimes | still ask myself how | managed to get her to 


fall in love with me. | was damn lucky. 


This shit was typical for me. Why the fuck was | even putting up with this? | was living in Seattle for Christ 
sake. | got back to LA and on the first day | got tied up into some shit | just should ignore. Damn. | just 
should've stayed home. 

Still holding a tight grip at Axls shoulder, | looked at him. He was in full rage mode. Ready to rip out Slash's 
throat. 

Until today | had no fucking clue what really happened between them. Sure, that contract shit he pulled on us 
to sign over the band name was fucking low. But we signed, right? So no hard feelings for Axl. I'm glad | got 
out of that fucking band alive. 

Still | had no clue why Axl was still so pissed at Slash. | wondered if he still blamed him for leaving and ripping 
apart what was left of GNR. It might have something to do with Slash getting out his solo record. But like 


years ago, | didn't fucking care. It's old hat, right? 


Damn, | could see the veins in Axl's neck swelling. He was fucking mad. 

‘Man, calm down. What the fuck is wrong with you? You're acting like a jealous lunatic, dude: | tried to hide a 
chuckle. 

‘Shut the fuck up, Duff: He drowned his drink in once. ‘That fucker's got his hands all over her! 

‘Jesus Christ: | rolled my eyes. ‘He's married, man. Perla is around here somewhere. She even knows her. What 
is going on in your shallow ming? 

| couldn't help but wonder if Axl Rose finally lost either his mind or his heart. 

‘Come on, dude’ He gave me a glare. ‘Slash never kept it in his pants, wife or not. You know this damn good’ 

| frowned. ‘How'd you know? You haven't spoken to him in fifteen years, man. Just get over it: 

Seriously, this shit was pulling on my nerves. Everyone was cool with each other. Just this shit between Slash 
and Axl stopped us from hanging out. It was time to finally get it over with. 

‘You had a lot of chances, Axl. Last thing: the hall of fame induction. But neither you nor Izzy intended to show 
up. You've hurt a lot of people with this, you know? 

| wondered if it was possible to finally talk some sense into this guy. 

‘Ive nothing to do with Izzy not showing up. That's on him: He gave me a small smile. ‘But | bet if you'd ask 
him he would just say he didn't have anything to say anyway: 

| couldn't help but laugh. Izzy sure was unique in avoiding any attention at all. He'd probably just gotten over to 
that mike and just said "Uhm.. yeah, thanks.", anyway. That's Izzy. Not many words needed. 

‘And you? You really hate the idea of sharing a stage with us so much, you'd even skip this? I've no idea what 
your problem is, Axl’ | sighed. ‘You got the name, you're still the front man, you still have tons of fans. Why 
couldn't you just let it go for once? 

He looked at Melissa for a minute and frowned. When he looked back to me he gave me a smile. 

‘| see things differently now, you know?! 

| raised an eyebrow questioning. ‘What the fuck is that supposed to mean? 

‘That | got my ass kicked for this already and think you're right. | shouldn't have taken this out on the fans. 
But this thing with Slash... uhm. it's complicated: 


That left me dumbfounded. | almost giggled. Seriously? 

I'd never thought that the day would come that Axl Rose actually admitted that | was right. What's the 
fucking world coming to? 

If Izzy's girl had something to do with this? Had W. Axl Rose actually lost his heart to some twenty something 
girl? Jesus Christ, this was going to be very complicated. 

| watched Axl gritting his teeth as he kept watching Melissa. She and Slash quit dancing and talked excitedly. 
Axl turned to the bar to order himself another drink. When he turned back to keep watching Melissa, he 
frowned for a second and then rolled his eyes. 

‘Oh fuck. Is that fluffhead? Is he coming straight over to us? Damn, this is a fucking nightmare: 

| followed his gaze and saw Stevie smiling at us, making his way over to us. 

‘You don't even talk to Steven? God, Axl. Even after kicking him out of the band he has no hard feelings for 
any of us and you won't even talk to him? | shook my head. 


‘He's fucking annoying most of the time. Axl said and sipped his drink. 


‘Hey guys. Nice to see you: Stevie said and | pulled him into a tight hug. After releasing him, he turned to Axl, 
who didn't move a fucking bone. ‘Axl. Wow. I'd never imagined meeting you here: 

‘Steven: Axl gave him a nod. ‘Yeah, | was kinda forced to this shit: 

| could tell Stevie was excited. ‘Wow. All of us at the same party. Who could've imagined? This is totally 
awesome: 

‘Yeah, Stevie. Don't get your hopes up on hanging with us all. That fucker is still not talking to Slash: | chuckled. 
‘Oh. Really?" My heart nearly broke by the look on Steven's face. He was always in need of harmony. ‘Damn, | 
really thought that we could hang out now. | miss you guys. You know you're like family to me’ Steven said. 
Axl growled. ‘Never happen. If | choose to speak to that fucker ever again, itll be the last words he'll ever 


hear: 


Fight club 
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Axl 


This was a fucking nightmare. Why on god's fucking earth did | even agree to come here? 

| felt totally out of control. | couldn't keep my dick in check, | couldn't manage seeing Slash dancing with Melissa 
and Duff was fucking lecturing me. On top of this Steven showed up to finally ruining this day completely. | was 
so fucking annoyed, it just couldn't get worse. 

After finally escaping fluffhead and the iron grip of Duff, | hid near the back exit of the club. | was just 
thinking about bailing, when Melissa showed up on her way to the bathroom. 


‘God, Axl. | was looking for you everywhere: She let out a huge sigh. 

‘| doubt that: | snorted and she raised an eyebrow. 

‘Were you hiding here? What's going on? 

| had way too much to drink for having this kind of conversation, but | kept talking anyway. 

‘Why won't you just go back dancing with Slash and Duff? Maybe fluffhead, too? 

For a moment she just looked at me. And just as | thought she'd get me, her eyes darkened and | knew she'd 
flip. That look was fucking familiar. Sometimes she and Izzy looked creepily alike. 

‘We're having a pang of jealousy again? Just fucking stop, Axl. Will you finally get that I'm not interested into 
banging one of your mates? She let out a groan ‘This is embarrassing. Like I'd fuck every fucking member of 
the band’ 

‘Ex-member: | chuckled and she gave me a glare. Damn, that was fucking hot. 

‘You're wasted? 


‘Maybe. | shrugged. ‘| was tired of waiting for you to finish rubbing yourself at Slash: 


Within a second she raised her hand to slap me, but | stopped her by grapping her wrist. | had no fucking clue 
how | even managed to do that. 

Touching her and seeing her rage made my blood boil. Fighting with her was always fucking hot. Almost worth 
all the shit | was going through in the first place. 

| pulled her close and pressed my mouth on hers, kissing her roughly. 

Still angry, her initial muffled protest died in her throat as | pressed her against the wall. Her hands slid over 
my chest, into my hair. 

‘You've got to be fucking kidding me! | heard a sharp voice from behind. Shit. This wasn't good at all. 


Melissa was panting and her eyes went wide. When | turned around to see who was interrupting us, | came 


face to face with Slash, still holding his cell to his ear. For a second he looked confused. 

‘Uhm... | need to call you back: He said and flipped his cell shut, still looking at us in shock. 

Fuck. Of all people in this club Slash was the one catching us making out like teenagers? Great. 

| caught myself wishing this had been Izzy. Because | knew what was coming next and | really had no intention 
having a conversation with him. 

‘Are you out of your fucking mind, Axl? He glared at me, pushing his curls out of his face. 

‘Mind your own damn business, fucker: | said, gritting my teeth. 

‘What is your god damn problem, dude?” He yelled at me. ‘She's not even half your age, man: 

| snapped. This fight had been overdue for too long. | grabbed his throat. But | underestimated him. In the past 
he had been so god damn skinny all the time, trying to work out with Duff sometimes to put on some weight. 
He grabbed my shirt and pushed me to the wall. | heard Melissa squeak, as he opened the exit and pulled me 
outside. When did he become so fucking strong? 


In the alley behind the club he let go of me and gave me a push. Within a second | jumped forward and put my 
fist into his face. Something | hadn't done in years. Fuck. | shook my hand, suddenly remembering that this 
always hurt like hell 

Throwing a look at Slash made me feel better immediately. He was holding his jaw. 

‘You are a fucking lunatic, man. This is the daughter of your best friend. The only one who always put up with 
your shit, man. This isn’t right. She's still a baby: Slash glared at me. 

‘Oh come on. Don't fucking lecture me, man. | saw you looking at her: | spat at him. He blinked. 

‘What are you saying, man? 


‘tm saying that you'd try to get in her pants if there's just the slightest chance: 


‘You two morons noticing I'm right standing here? Melissa interrupted us. 


Melissa 


This wasn't really happening, was it? | was standing in a filthy alley behind a club, watching Axl Rose and Slash 
beating each other up like some fucking school boys. This was ridiculous. 
This shit went deep. | couldn't really believe this was all about me. Those two had some real big issues they 


needed to sort out somehow. 


| stepped between those two lunatics and put my hand on Axl's chest, holding him back. He was fucking raging. 
Slash seemed to be amused, even though he held his bruised jaw. 

‘You! | glared at Axl. ‘Chill. This is ridiculous: 

Then | looked at Slash, pointing my finger at him. 

‘And you: Don't you dare putting this on him. I'm a grown up for fucks sake. | am surely able to decide who | 
wanna be with: 

Slash blinked. ‘Mel, you're sure about this? | mean, where is this heading? You think he's gonna marry you 
some day or shit? He's fucking fifty, girl. 

| felt Axl tense up, stepping closer to knock Slash again. ‘You piece of sh." He started and | pushed him back to 
shut him down. 


‘Shut up, Axl! Still pointing my finger at Slash, | squeezed my eyes a little. ‘You have no fucking clue what l'm 
thinking and why | love being with him. | don't fucking care about marriage, and | don't fucking care how old he 
is. Just get over it. Jesus Christ: | groaned and felt Axl's gaze on me. His body softened and | knew he was 
surprised | stood up for him like that. God, if he knew how much | cared about him. 


‘God lord, girl. You're a fucking teenager.’ Slash shook his head, eying Axl who tried hard to stay calm. ‘You 
don't know anything about him. He doesn't deserve someone like you. You ever heard what happened to his ex- 
wife or those other poor girls he used to fuck” 

| noticed Axl closing his eyes and clenching his fists. Saying something like that really hurt him. | could tell. 
When he opened his eyes again, | could see regret in his eyes. He wasn't the same guy he used to be twenty 
years ago, | guessed. 

He looked down on me. 

‘He's right, you know? | don't deserve someone like you. I'd just screw things up anyway. Always have: 

Slash blinked confused, processing the fact that Axl actually agreed with him. 

He let out a whistle, still staring at Axl. 

‘Wow. You really care about her, don't you? He shook his head, his curls swirling around his face. ‘What's the 
fucking world coming to? 

Axl gave him a glare. ‘Oh shut the fuck up: 

Slash chuckled and Axl joined him. Seriously? What did | miss here? 


| looked from one to another. ‘You're fucking bonding here again? What the hell was going on here? 


‘You should tell Izzy, you know?! Slash said seriously. ‘I've no idea what he will do to your sorry ass if he finds 
out on his own! 
Axl gave him a nod. ‘! know. This is going to be bad: 


| was extremely confused about those two men who hadn't talked a single word in more than fifteen years. 
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‘Please tell me you're fucking kidding mel! | snapped at Ana. 

‘Nope. Get over it. This is going to happen and you're going to play nice: 

‘But, honey.. | tried to complain as Ana shut me down. 

‘Don't fucking honey me, Izz. Everything is set up. They will be here any minute: 

| rolled my eyes. ‘Jesus Christ, Axl is coming too. This is going to end real bad, Ana’ 


She chuckled. 


| seriously was expecting to wake up any minute, soaked in sweat, realizing this was all a bad dream. 

When Ana mentioned she'd make some dinner for my friends | wasn't expecting having Slash and Axl in the 
same room. Were they even aware of that? 

And if this scenario wasn't already bad enough, Ana invited April the crazy chick. 


Damn, Axl was going to kill me. 


‘Could you please open the wine, honey? Ana said while folding some napkins. 

| grabbed the bottle and the opener. ‘You know Slash and Duff aren't drinking either, right? l'm not so sure 
about Stevie though: 

She hesitated for a minute and looked at me concerned. 

‘Oh god. | totally forgot. | thought we girls could have a glass of wine. You think this is a problem for any of 
them?! 

‘Nah, l'm sure their wives are drinking too, sometimes. Just don't set up the glasses for them: 


The second | opened the bottle, the doorbell rang. Now, this was going to be interesting. 


Axl was actually the first one to show up. Wow. Never would have seen that one coming. 
He had been here a few times already so when Slash and the others showed up, he helped Ana out in the 


kitchen. Thank god. 
When he walked back into the dining room, | automatically prepared for a huge fight. 


‘Damn. | never thought you'd show up here: Slash said with a huge grin and held out his hand to Axl. 

‘Good to see you, man’ Axl replied and shook his hand. 

What the fuck was going on here? Duff, Stevie and | looked at each other dumbfounded. 

‘What the fuck did we miss here?” Duff asked while | was still staring at them in shock. Stevie just grinned like 
he got the most precious Christmas gift ever. 

‘We kinda got things out of our system: Slash said, throwing a look at Axl. Seriously? 

‘When did that happen?! | didn't speak this out loud, did |? 

‘A few months ago! Axl chuckled. 


A few months ago? Were they fucking kidding me? Those two were my best friends, not taking to each other 
more than fifteen fucking years and suddenly they're bonding again? And nobody even thought about 
mentioning this to me? 

| was just about to explode, when Ana entered the dining room with Mel and the crazy chick This evening 


would be fucking awkward. 


‘Oh my fucking god. You didn't changed a bit, girl’ Slash blurted out and kept staring at April. She gave him a 
huge smile. 

‘| didn't expect you to remember me, Slash. You grew up just fine. Still got a fucking hot ass- She chuckled. Axl 
eyed her awkwardly, squeezing his eyes a bit. 

When April turned to him with a wide smile, realization hit him. | couldn't help but laugh. Axl wasn't easy to 
freak out, but the crazy chick gave him the creeps. 

‘Jesus Christ! He blurt out. 

‘What, Axl? You actually remember me? l'm flattered: April said. 

‘Damn. | ain't gonna forget, girl’ He shook his head in disbelieve. ‘People always say I'm crazy, you know? But | 
guess they never met you: He stepped back to get away from her a bit. Mel watched them both strongly. 
‘What on earth happened between you two back then? And why won't anybody tell me about this?! Mel asked 
and waved her hand at Slash. ‘And what fucking part is Slash playing here? Slash chuckled while Axl still looked 
at April anxiously. 

‘Oh honey. | have no idea why those guys didn't keep me in good memory: April shrugged. ‘| might have been a 
little overwhelmed back then: 

Axl snorted. ‘Overwhelmed? You fucking cut my hair and when | tried to hide from you in the bathroom, you 
stole my pants. | needed security to get you off my back, woman. You've a nut loose: 

Mel chuckled while April pouted. 

‘Sorry | scared you. | was kinda obsessive back then: 

‘Dude, you think that's scary? You've no idea what that woman is capable of' Slash said with a huge grin and 
April slightly blushed. | always knew there'd been something between those two. Slash was some wicked 


motherfucker. 


Ana looked at April surprised. 
‘You and Slash? Come on, April. Really? You never said a fucking word about this. 


Mel snorted. ‘Nobody said a fucking word to me about anything: 

‘You never told me Mel's Izzy's kid. So | guess we're even’ April said. 

‘So, Aunt April, did you hook up with Axl or Slash? Or both? You never told me you're a groupie’ Mel asked. 
This conversation was beyond awkward. | felt like watching some strange soap opera. 

Before April could say anything, Axl decided to rejoin the conversation 

‘Could we please not talk about this anymore? | have no idea what wicked shit went on between you and Slash, 
but we surely didn't hook up: Since when did Axl care defending himself? 

April chuckled. ‘Yeah, you were way too uptight: 

‘Damn, woman. | tried to forget that for fucking twenty four years now: 


Axl groaned. Without a warning he turned and ran out of the room. 


Going down 


Author's Notes: 


Hey guys.. 
| know it took some time to get this chapter finished. Nm sorry for that. 


| had a hard time writing this. 
Hope you like it though. 


Please show some love. | hope I'll be able to finish this story. | really need some support here ** Thanks. 


Axl 


This was fucking insane. Warming up that shit with the crazy chick in front of Melissa, wasn't really something 
I'd planned on doing. That crazy chick still gave me the creeps. 

Fumbling a pack of cigarettes out of my pocket, | stepped out to the porch. | curled my hand around my zippo 
and lit my smoke, blowing out a blue ring. Damn, that shit went on a long time ago and still | got mad as fuck, 


thinking about it. 


It wasn't the fact that that crazy chick cut my hair or stole my pants. It was way more personal, 

| closed my eyes and took a deep drag on my smoke. 

| wasn't exactly clear minded back in the days. | remember her throwing herself at me. Something like that I'd 
never let go to waste. And that chick was fucking stunning back then. 

Shaking my head | remember she was in some really kinky shit and when she tried to shove her finger up my 
ass, | was done with her. That's some shit I'm just not comfortable with. | didn't even want to bother 


remembering what she said she'd wanna do to me. All | knew was that she used to have some serious issues. 


| was just done walking on memory lane, when Melissa showed up outside. Snipping the cigarette butt out to 
the street, | turned to look at her. God, she was fucking beautiful. 

My mood lit up in an instant and | gave her a small smile. 

‘Hey gorgeous: | said to her. She raised an eyebrow. 

‘What the fuck was that all about in there?” She asked me. Damn, | should've known she'd never drop this. | 
shrugged. 

Forget it. It's like a lifetime ago. That chick just gives me the creeps. That's all’ | tried to put it down but 
Melissa wouldn't let that go so easily. 

‘That's my Aunt you're having some serious issues with, Axl. | wanna know what went on between you two 
that you're freaking out like that. Slash seems to be all over her: She chuckled 

| snorted. ‘| bet. Slash's a wicket motherfucker. He probably enjoyed every single second with your Aunt: 
‘Oh geez. Please. | don't want to picture that: Melissa pulled a face and chuckled. 


| leaned back to the wooden railing of the porch, my arms crossed in front of my chest. She was so fucking 
beautiful, had a huge heart and she always managed to make me feel better with a simple smile. Why on god's 
fucking earth would she put up with my shit? | was some very lucky old motherfucker. No clue what | ever 
did to deserve a girl like her. 

When | stood there, just looking at her for a minute, it hit me: | was madly in love with her. | wasn't going to 
let her go and | wanted to be with her every single minute. 


Her eyes burned into mine when she moved closer with a grin on her face. Oh boy, | loved that grin so much. 
She slid her hands over my chest and fumbled the buttons of my shirt. 

Mel... you know I. | cleared my throat suddenly missing the words. 

| wanted to reveal every single feeling | had, wanted to throw my heart at her feet in hope she'd feel the 
same way about me. 

Before | got the chance to tell her, she pressed her lips on mine. For a second my mind just went blank 
Seriously. 

| hadn't seen her in more than a week and within an instant, all my blood just collected in only one area. Heaven 


help me. 


‘Come on, Axl. I'm fucking horny. She whispered into my ear. | tried to think efficiently. 

‘Damn, Mel. This is your mom's house. Someone might notice: | took a deep breath and tried to get rid of my 
boner. ‘And we're standing right in the middle of the fucking porch here: 

She just laughed, took my hand and dragged me inside. Yeah, | loved that girl. But sometimes she was just 
fucking crazy. 

| tried to keep up with her as she pulled me upstairs into a room. 

‘This is my old room. They're not gonna be looking for us here: She chuckled as she shut the door and leaned 
her back to it. 

| sat down on her bed and looked around. 

‘You really expect me to screw you with all these pictures of Slash around here?” | raised an eyebrow. 
Damn, this was like high school all over again. Fucking a girl in a room full of Led Zepplin and Aerosmith 
posters, hoping her father wouldn't show up. 

She slowly stepped closer. 

‘There're couples of you over here: She pointed to some old posters of me, directly over her bed. Fuck. This 
had been a lifetime ago. | let out a sigh and leaned back, pulling one arm over my face. 

‘Fuck, Mel. This is even worse. | feel god damn old: 

| heard her chuckle before she climbed up on me, straddling me and shoving her hands under my shirt. 

‘| know at least one part of you that is definitely not feeling old at all, Mr. Rose! Mel whispered in my ear as 
she started unbuckling my belt. 


Fucking hell. My dick was already rock hard. 

| was going to hell. Seriously. I've done a lot of stupid things in the past. But banging the kid of my best friend 
in a room upstairs, while he had a dinner with my other friends in the dining room downstairs? None of my 
brightest moments. 

But this girl was making me crazy and | was gladly giving her what she was asking for. 

‘Come on big boy. Let's play’ She mumbled into my belly while she shove down my pants. 


Opening my eyes for a second, my gaze got stuck on one of my old pictures. Oh Jesus. There was no fucking 
way that | was going to get in on with my girl while watching myself looking down on me from the wall above 
me. Or Slash. This was so fucking wrong. 


With a groan, | pulled her up and stumbled a few steps to the desk on the opposite wall. There was an 
Aerosmith poster pinned to it. Still not cool having Steven and Joe looking down on us, but way better than 
Slash. 

Kissing her hard, we crashed against the desk. The reading lamp fell down to the floor with a loud crash. Not 
caring about this, | ripped her top over her head and she pushed at my shirt. 

Shoving her skirt upwards | pulled down her panties. 

‘You're so fucking bad, girl' | panted while she gave my dick an experimental stroke. He immediately stood up in 
full erection. ‘Damn, | thought | couldn't get hard in these surroundings. | was so fucking wrong: | chuckled. 
‘Shut up and fuck me already’ Melissa moaned into my ear. That's when | lost it. Within a nanosecond | push 
inside her, making her leave a soft scream. Her hands grabbing my hair, pulling me closer to her. God, | loved 


that girl. 


| had no fucking idea how long we went on like that, when suddenly the door crashed open. Feeling like someone 
just emptied a whole bucket of ice water over my fucking head; | froze and closed my eyes. This couldn't be 
happening. 

‘What the fuck? Melissa cried out, not noticing what just happened. ‘I was close, you fu.. HOLY SHIT! | felt her 


tense up and opened my eyes, just to see Izzy and Ana standing in the doorframe. 


| had a lot of worst case scenarios running in my mind lately. All of them about my best friend finding out 
about my affair with his daughter. But him, walking right in on me banging her on the desk of her bedroom, 


wasn't one of them. | couldn't even move or even look at him. This was bad. Really, really bad. 


Moms, dads and other authorities 
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Normal people apply to moral standards. 

Yeah, I've never been normal though. 

There were times | shared everything. Bed, dope, drinks, girls and even crabs. | took everything | needed and 
gladly gave everything that | had plenty of. No big deal. Nothing that ever caused me a headache. 

Morality wasn't a word that even existed in my vocabulary. 

But fatherhood, even if conceived very late, did let me see things differently. 

Watching my best friend fucking my daughter was something that even | thought was morally questionable. 


Trying to figure out where that rattling noise was coming from, | spurted upstairs and checked the upper 
rooms. Not sure what those noises meant or what caused them, checking Melissa's old bedroom was last on 
my list. 

Yeah, my lifestyle in mind, it was totally stupid not to notice what was going on in that room. | should've known 


better. 


Storming into the girl's old bedroom | froze in shock, when | saw Axl standing in front of the desk, pants 
around his ankles. Now, I'm not slow on the uptake but | needed some seconds to understand what was going on 
here. And especially: who was getting it on here. 


When Mel looked at me and mumbled some kind of "Oh shit", my mind went blank. | felt totally numb. | had no 
fucking idea how to feel or what to say about this. 


| heard a sharp gasp behind me. Oh Jesus Christ. Ana followed me upstairs. This wasn't something she 
should've seen. | turned to look at her. Her eyes went wide. 

Taking me by surprise she chuckled and unlike me she found her voice. 

‘Damn, Melissa! You promised you'd never let me walk into something like that ever again’ 

| looked at her dumbfounded. She couldn't be serious, could she? Reacting like she just walked into some 
teenagers fucking secretly? This was my fucking friend with my fucking daughter we were talking about. 
‘Seriously, Ana?” | shook my head, turning to Axl again 


Standing in front of the window, his back turned to us, he pulled up his pants and ran his hands through his 


red hair. 

He let out a sigh while Melissa hopped off the desk, adjusting her skirt and pulling a shirt over her head. She 
looked me straight in the eye. No fucking sign of regret. Oh fuck me. That girl was taking after me way too 
much. 

| felt the urge apologizing to my mom for all these fucking years of rebellion and disappointment. | got it now. 
Being a parent wasn't what | expected it to be. Melissa was a grown up. She should've been responsible, right? 


Looking back at Axl, rage boiled up inside me. | felt betrayed. How could he fucking dare? 

This was a total nightmare. He was my best friend since high school. Even at a point where nobody else would 
put up with his shit, | did. 

| was the one hiding him from his fucking stepdad, making up excuses at home just to let him stay over. | even 
got him his first girlfriend. 

The time everyone in the band hated his fucking attitude, | backed him up. God, even after | left Guns ‘n’ 
Roses, | came back for a couple of shows. All just because | didn't want to let him down. Because | thought | 
would owe him somehow. 

This was fucking ridiculous. My best friend, not to mention that he was the same age as | was, fucked my 
twenty-three year old daughter. This was insane, right? What the hell did she see in that old dude anyway? 

| let out a sigh, shaking my head like all of it would just disappear by doing so. 


Axl was the first to speak up. | could see regret in his eyes. 

Yeah, fucker. It's too late for this now. 

‘Izz.. |.. uh.. | don't know what to say, man: He ran a hand over his face and shook his head. 

The moment he spoke | got fucking mad. 

‘Are you fucking serious? Are you out of your fucking mind? | am going to strangle you, you son of a. | took 
one step towards him as Mel stepped into my way. Her eyes mad, hands on her hips. Everything on her 
screamed "Fuck off". She was so taking after me, it was scary. This was fucking hell. 

‘Don't you dare taking this out on him, Izzy. l'm a grown woman and | can fuck whoever | want to, period’ She 
hissed. 

| glared at her. ‘You've done enough, Melissa Just shut the fuck up. This is something between Axl and me: 
She was just about to open her mouth again, when Axl put a hand on her shoulder. 

‘Mel, please? He begged her. | blinked. Axl Rose fucking begged my baby girl? For what exactly? To help? To 
shut the fuck up? This whole situation was so out of place, | nearly laughed. 

She spun around and glared at him, madly. 

‘No fucking way I'm gonna let him beat you up like Slash did. This is ridiculous: 

What the fuck did Slash have to do with this? 

‘Wait. That fucker knew about you two and didn't say a word to me? | got madder by the minute. ‘And 
suddenly you and Slash are bonding again? What kind of wicket shit is this, Axl? 


| had totally forgotten about Ana. But she just stepped beside me and took Melissa's hand. 
‘Come on honey. Let's go downstairs and let them figure it out by themselves: 

Mel shook off her hand and glared at her, stomping her feet. 

‘Mom 

But Ana didn't let go. ‘Seriously, honey. Downstairs. Now! 


| flinched. Wow. So that was Ana's "mom-mode". She really got something going with this authority thing. Even | 
thought about getting downstairs, for a second. 
Without any further word, Melissa shuffled out of the room and down the stairs like a ten year old that was 


just about to get a dressing-down. Ana followed her on her heels. 


| sat down on the bed, my arms resting on my legs, burying my face in my palms for a second. 

Axl opened the window and sat down on the sill. Reaching into his pocket he pulled out a pack of cigarettes, 
pulled one out and flipped it to his lips. Then he held the pack out to me. 

Fuck. | would never get rid of that fucking habit with all that drama in my life. 

| pulled one out while Axl lit his smoke and reached over to hand me the light. 


A couple of minutes we just sat there and smoked. 


‘You remember the day we met? You went fucking medieval on that fucker who was bullying me all the time: 
Axl suddenly says with a chuckle. 'I was such a pussy back then’ 

Seriously Axl? | couldn't get his point. So | just raised an eyebrow. 

‘You always stood up for me lzz. | wouldn't be the guy | am today if you hadn't been looking out for me all 
these years. | fucking know that: 

‘What is your point, dude? What's this shit to do with you fucking my kid, huh? | frowned. ‘How long has this 
been going on anyway?" 

Taking a drag on his smoke he looks at me. 

‘Vegas: 

‘Vegas? You fucking kidding me? | really tried to keep my cool. 

‘Yeah. Believe me, when | took her with me | had no idea that she was your kid, man. | guess you didn't either: 
‘| don't fucking care, Axl! | yelled at him ‘Jesus Christ. She is twenty-three, dude. What did you even think? 

| knew he felt guilty. | could see it in his eyes and in the way he moved. If he didn't, he would go all crazy 
about this. But he never, not even once, tried to knock my lights out. Even if | had been wrong. He always got 
my back and paid respect to our friendship. 


‘| guess | didn't: He sighed. ‘But honestly, man. Fucking look at her. Don't even try to tell me that you wouldn't 
have done the same, if you'd been in my place: His eyes pleaded me to understand. 

And in some very wrong and wicket way, | actually did. 

‘She's beautiful, right?" | asked him with fatherly pride. 

He chuckled as he threw the cigarette butt out of the window. 

‘God! What do you think made me go on with this? She is fucking perfect: He looked at me seriously. ‘I've been 
writing again, you know? Got a shitload of love songs all over the place: 

Oh boy. This wasn't good at all. 

| got up and snipped my cigarette butt out of the window, looking down on Axl. 

‘You're in love with her, fuckhead? | asked him point blank. ‘Because | wonder if | should fucking worry about 
this, man: 

‘What's that supposed to mean?” He snapped. 

‘Yeah, man. Look how good your relationships turned out: | said plainly. 

Axl shifted uncomfortable and got up, pacing back and forth for a minute. Then he suddenly turned to me. 


‘Don't you think | know that? Don't you think | know | am way too old for even considering a serious 


relationship with her? | god damn know that, Izzy: He groaned and ran his hand through his red hair. ‘I just 
can't help myself. There's no way | can think straight on this. | am madly in love with her, Izz’ 


And there it was. That feeling every father certainly was afraid of: I'm gonna be sharing the love of my baby 


girl with another guy. 
Huh? | wonder when the fuck | began thinking like a real dad? 


Family business 
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Melissa 


This was fucking ridiculous. | felt like a god damn Teenager and my mother summoning me downstairs like a 
little kid, didn't help at all. Jesus, | was fucking mad. 

Adjusting my skirt and the hectically pulled on shirt, | stepped down the stairs to the dining room. My mother 
on my heels. 

| opened the door and held it open to her. As soon as she past me, | slammed the door shut and glared at her. 
‘What the fuck was that about? | yelled at her. Damn, | was sick of being treated like a child. 

‘Don't take that tone with me, young lady. Mom hissed. 

‘Damn, mom! This thing concerns me too, you know? Why does everyone act like | wasn't part of this? 

Mom sighed and ran a hand through her hair. 

‘Jesus, Melissa. Axl Rose? Seriously? What on gods earth were you thinking, honey?! She looked at me, 


confused. 


This was a fucking nightmare. Why kept everyone asking me things like that? Like Axl was some god damn 
serial killer or something. 

‘You know what, mom? | actually like him. | like him because he's sensitive, he's caring and he's a fucking wild 
lover’ | was about to explode. ‘Is this so impossible to understand? 

She looked at me sadly. 

‘Honey, he's way over fifty. How's this gonna turn out? 

‘| don't fucking care, mom. He's everything the boys at my age aren't: | responded, waving my hands hectically. 
Then | could see exactly when it hit her. 

‘Oh my god. Please don't tell me you're in love with him? She said as she covered her mouth with her hand, 


looking at me in shock 


Luckily | never had to answer that question, even though | had a feeling that this was more a statement than 
a question, because suddenly Aunt Alice, Slash, Duff and Steven appeared in the dining room. Holy shit. | totally 
forgot about them. 

‘What on earth is going on, Ana? Why is everyone yelling in this house for fucks sake?" Alice asked, putting her 
hands on her hips. 

Duff let out a huge sigh, running a hand over his face while Slash eyed us suspiciously. 

‘Izzy is upstairs with Axl? Duff asked. | gave him a nod. ‘Holy shit.. 

‘That fucking moron is going to get himself killed’ Slash mumbled. 


April looked at us, confused. 
‘Ana? What is this? She asked again 
Mom just shook her head. 


‘Melissa?' Alice turned to me. ‘God, damn. Would someone just tell me what is going on here already? 


For fucks sake. Aunt Alice was fucking annoying. She'd never give up on this. 

‘lzzy and mom ran into me and Axl fucking upstairs. Enough heard now? God.. | snapped. 
‘Melissa! Mom cried out. 

‘What???" 

‘What??? Alice and Steven cried out simultaneously. 

‘This was only a matter of time, kiddo’ Duff chuckled. 

‘My words, man. Exactly my words.’ Slash added. 

Mom looked at them furiously. 

‘You two knew about this? How long has this been going on?! She asked. 

Slash flinched and took his hands up in defense. 

Duff shook his head. ‘Damn, woman. You've got to be blind not to notice how these two were eyefucking each 


other all the time: 


Were they fucking kidding me? God, this was a total nightmare. 

Suddenly my family and the whole fucking band were discussing my relationship with Axl. At the same time | 
was wondering what kind of relationship we really had. 

| had to admit: They all had a point. Where the fuck was all that heading? Damn, even | wasn't sure what | was 
expecting. Marriage? Kids? Nahh.. | was way too young for thoughts like this, right? 

| just wanted some fun with my hot rockstar boyfriend. 

Wow, so we're talking boyfriend now? Strange shit. 


All| knew was that | just didn't want to miss him from my life. And if they thought all they could get to 
separate us, they would get to know me. I'd never let that happen. 

Just as | prepared to put on a fight, the door opened and Izzy got into the room. 

Oh fuck. | hoped he didn't knock Axl out or something. 

He looked at me for a second. | had no fucking clue how to feel about this. 

‘You have any idea what it feels like seeing your daughter getting screwed on the table? Not to mention the 
fact that it was my best friend who got his dick inside her? He asked madly. This might have been a 
rhetorical question. So | just kept looking at him silently as my mom gave him a snort. 

‘Hah, welcome to my world: She said. 

Izzy blinked. ‘What the fuck is wrong with you? Can't you just date guys your age? Damn: 

He seemed lost and | couldn't help loving him. Izzy might have been a fucking rockstar, but in the end he was 


just my dad. That dad | never had but always wished for. 


‘Aren't girls supposed to date guys that are just like their dads? | chuckled. 

‘But not the same AGE, Mell! He waved his hands. ‘Damn, girl. | know this guy my whole life. | saw him doing 
shit. Things a father shouldn't know about the guy dating his little girl! He ran his hands over his face. 

‘Izz.. Dad... | started and saw Izzy's eyebrows shoot up. Yeah. This was the first time | called him "Dad". It was 


totally unintentional. And suddenly | had nothing more to say. 

Izzy gave me a small smile. 

‘You should go and talk to him! He said. ‘He's pretty messed up’ 

‘What did you do to him?" | asked anxiously. 

Izzy shrugged. ‘He deserves a pretty good beat up, you know? But it's way more difficult than that. I've never 
seen him like this. It's pretty scary. 
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Melissa 


Sitting in my car with lowered window, | hit the button for the doorbell again. 

Damn, this was fucking ridiculous. He had to be home, right? 

Why the fuck was he avoiding me like that? 

| stared at the huge gate to Axl's property and grabbed the steering wheel tightly. God, | was mad as fuck 


It had been more than three weeks since that encounter back home. 

Three fucking weeks without a single word from Axl. What was going on here? He could've talked to me on the 
phone at least. I've left more than a hundred messages on his voice mail. 

| felt my eyes tearing up and swallowed hard to force them back. This couldn't be happening. Damn, | never 


cried. And especially not over some guy. 


Pushing the button again, | let out a huge groan. That fucker didn't even have the balls to look me straight in 
the eye. Fuck. 

| opened the door and stepped out of my car, giving the surveillance camera a good look at me. | bet that 
fucking coward was watching me. 

‘Fuck, Axl. Open that fucking gate right now: | yelled and pushed the button over and over again. ‘This is fucking 
ridiculous. | really need to talk to you: 


Nothing. Not a beep. Not even a "Fuck off". Maybe he really wasn't home? 


| had no fucking clue what happened. 

That night, when Izzy came down into the dining room, he told me to take care of Axl because he had been 
pretty messed up. 

But when | returned to my old room, he had been gone already. 

Since then | haven't heard a thing. Not even Izzy could help me out with this. 

| begged him to call Axl, and he did. But Axl refused talking to me. 

Izzy just said Axl might feel guilty about the whole "fucking his daughter thing". 

Yeah, great. 

Why wasn't anyone asking me about this? All this shit had been my choice, too. 


Things between me, mom and Izzy were good at least. 

He took this whole mess very well. Yeah, the perks of having a rock ‘n’ roll dad. He'd seen it all | guess. 
| told him | was in love with Axl. Admitting that was a huge thing for me. 

So Axl flaking out on me really hit me hard. 

He could at least talk to me, god damn. 


| felt my eyes tearing up again and turned away from the camera. | would not let him see that. This was 
fucking embarrassing. 

At this point | couldn't hold back and burst out into tears. Where the fuck was that all coming from? I've 
never cried like that. 

| sobbed a few times and swallowed back my tears again, wiping my eyes and my nose with the sleeve of my 
jacket. God, this was disgusting. 

| turned around to glare at the camera again 

‘Axl, you fucking coward! ' | yelled at it. ‘Open that fucking gate. This is over? So at least have the balls to tell 
me that. I'm not gonna leave here until you talk to me: 

| took a look over my shoulder towards the street before turning back to the camera again. 

‘Its just a question of time until someone's showing up here. And then you've got the press on your ass, 


buddy: 


Hah! Take that, fucker. 

| knew he would take the bait. He would do anything to avoid the press. Even talk to me, | guessed. 

After a minute | heard a creaking noise and the gate opened slowly. 

My heart raced in my chest. | couldn't believe he finally opened up the gate. 

Letting out a sigh of relieve, | got into my car and followed the driveway up to his house. 

Suddenly | got nervous. | was desperate to talk to him, but what should | possibly say? | wasn't even sure 


what exactly the problem here was. 


When | parked the car and got out, | saw that the front door left open. 

Great. Now | had to look for him all over that huge place. 

But when | walked into the hallway, | heard music coming from one of the rooms downstairs. 

Axl was playing piano. Fuck. Music would make this way much worse. Hearing him play and sing would make this 
even worst. There was no way of protecting what was left of my dignity, if | would bust out into tears again 


| swallowed hard and followed the music into the big living room. 


As | thought, Axl was sitting at his piano. My jaw dropped. 

He looked like shit. That place looked like shit. 

There were paper and notes everywhere. Had he been writing all this time? 

Looking around | could spot empty whiskey bottles and pizza boxes. God, what was that smell? 
| slowly stepped closer and he suddenly stopped playing. 

‘Can't you people just leave me the fuck alone? He said without looking at me. 

‘It smells really bad in here. Did you know? | scrunched my nose. 


‘I've been told’ He replied plainly. 


What the fuck was wrong with him? Was he fucking wasted? | got closer to the piano and positioned myself so 
he had to look at me if he raised his head. But he didn't. He just stared at the keys and kept playing. 


God, damn. | hated that rock'n'roll shit. 

Like if getting drunk and sitting around being depressive all day would solve any problems. 

‘You didn't call | said carefully, not really knowing how to handle his mood. 

‘Guess the battery died' He said. 

Was he fucking kidding me? 

‘Three weeks ago, Axl? | cried out. ‘What the hell is going on here? Are you drunk or high? 

He finally raised his head and looked at me for a while. Damn, he looked like shit. His eyes bloodshot, his hair 
and his whole appearance messy. He hadn't shaved in days, maybe weeks. 


‘Heard you yelling at the front gate’ He chuckled. ‘You're a little firecracker, you know? 


| blinked. 
This couldn't be real. 
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Axl 


| seriously thought of telling her how | felt. Telling her all the little details. How | loved her hair, her smell and 
the little noises she made when we fucked. The way she moved on the dance floor, how she giggled and made 
me forget my own fucking name when she had her lips on my cock. She was far from perfect but everything | 
ever imagined that would be perfect for me. She laughed if I'd screwed up, rolled her eyes if | overdramatized 
things and she always poked her finger into my chest to prove her point. | loved everything about her and | 
was desperate to tell her that. 

But Izzy running in on us fucking on that god damn desk changed things. 

Not that it had any effect on my feelings for Mel, but that look on Izzy's face crept me out. 


Izzy had been my friend for more than a couple of decades. 

He was the only one who ever put up with my shit. And he still did. So | felt fucking guilty for putting this shit 
on his plate. 

Izzy had a point. Where the fuck was that heading? 

| never had a knack for relationships. Hell, my ex-wife even tried to get me into jail for rape. Who on gods 
earth would even try to take things seriously with me? 

Even if Melissa did, | wasn't sure if | wanted her to. She was way too young to put up with my fucking past 
and all that other shit | was carrying around. 

Not speaking of Izzy. He knew me for decades and saw me doing a lot of fucked up things. Although he did 
some shit himself, | surely wasn't the man a father would wish for his little girl. Even if we were talking about 


lzzy Stradlin here. 


So | did the only thing that made sense to me: | ran. 

Drowning my sorrow in Jack Daniels and popping pills to keep me sane | avoided everything that reminded me of 
Mel. 

After listening to the first ten voice mails, | smashed my phone into the wall. 

| just couldn't take it. But trying to forget her was so much worse. 

Then she suddenly showed up at my front gate. Damn, she was mad as fuck 


Standing beside her car, glaring into the camera yelling like a lunatic, she looked so fucking beautiful. My heart 
just skipped a beat. | really shouldn't have looked at her, because when | saw her crying | couldn't keep myself 


from pushing the door opener. 


Seriously, Axl? She looked at me, raising one of her perfect eyebrows. 

| kept her gaze, pushing my hair out of my face. 

Damn, | suddenly felt disgusting. | hadn't shaved or showered in more than a week. 

‘What are you doing here, Mel?" | asked. She blinked, looking at me like | was a lunatic or something. 

‘Are you out of your fucking mind? She exploded. ‘We got caught fucking on my god damn desk. Then you just 
bail on me, not answering any of my messages and now you're seriously asking me what l'm doing here? 
Sometimes | think you're retarded. | swear, Axl: 

God, | loved when she got mad. 

‘| had to think: | responded, not exactly knowing how to put it out straight to her. 

‘About what, Axl? She asked, waving her hands furiously. ‘What the hell is this? You wanna break up? Then 
have the fucking balls to say it: 


My heart dropped and | jumped immediately. | didn't want to lose her. There was no way in hell | was going to 
let her go. What was killing me was that | couldn't stay with her either. This situation was so fucked up. 
When | slowly walked up to her | saw tears in her eyes. That woman was full of surprises. | never expected 
her to cry over anything. She usually was so fucking tough all the time. 

She suddenly turned her back to me, when | almost reached up to her. Burying her face in her hands she 
sobbed endlessly. It nearly broke my heart. | was such a jackass sometimes. 


| wrapped my arms around her waist, pressing body into mine and nuzzling into the crook of her neck. 


‘| love you, you know? | suddenly heard myself say. ‘| love you so fucking much that it hurts. And | have no 
clue how to handle that shit: 

Feeling her shaking and sobbing, | pulled her even closer. Did she even hear what | said? 

‘This is way over my head, baby. | don't know what to do here’ | mumbled into her skin 

| could feel her tense up and her sobbing stopped. When she let out a deep sigh, fear crawled over me. Before 
| could even ask myself what that supposed to mean, | heard her small voice. 


‘I'm pregnant: 


| should've been scared like shit, right? A fifty year old fuck up with a criminal record from here to fucking 
Europe, knocking up a girl not even half his age. What kind of a dad would | make? 

Curiously it didn't feel strange at all. It felt damn right. 

Turning Mel towards me, | needed to check if | got this right. 

‘You... uh... what? God, | sounded like a retard. She had been fucking right all along. 

‘tm pregnant: She said again, her voice much firmer than before. ‘Before you say anything, let me put this 
straight: I'm going to keep the baby, Axl’ She added. 

| blinked. Was she fucking serious? She didn't just imply that | might ask her to get a fucking abortion, right? 
Damn, | loved kids. 


‘Why the fuck would you even think | don't want that baby, Mel? | fucking love kids. Everyone knows that: | 


looked at her speechlessly. 

‘|. didn't. just thought... She shrugged and took a breath. ‘I'm scared as shit, Axl. And you, avoiding me didn't 
really help: 

Running a hand over my face, | scratched the stubbles of my beard. Shit. 


| looked disgusting. Unshaved and smelly, just wearing my boxers and a bathrobe. | seriously needed a shower. 


And after that, | was going to ask her to marry me. 
God help me to finally get something right in my fucking life. 
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Epilogue 
Melissa 


Stroking my huge belly, | shift in my seat uncomfortably. Damn, this is getting worse day by day. 

| can't fucking sit, stand or even lay down for fucks sake. Its almost time and | have to admit: | will be so 
fucking relieved as soon as that little girl is born There's just no way | can take this any longer. 

Letting out a huge sigh, because someone's pressing on my bladder again, | try to relax and look at the five 


guys in front of me. 


Tears swell up in my eyes as | keep watching this epic moment. Damn, I've been weeping a lot lately. This isn't 


me at all. 


Stevie is grinning, taking his place behind his drum kit. Seriously, | have no idea why that guy ever needed any 
drugs at all. Every fucking time | see him play, he is so damn happy. Nothing else needed than a place behind a 
bass drum. 

He bashes on his drums like a lunatic. | didn't think it's even possible, but his grin gets wider. 

‘God, Popcorn. Would you just hang on for a moment?! Axl laughs and shakes his head. 

He is so fucking gorgeous, | can't wait to finally being able to get fucked properly again. This pregnancy is 
fucking hell. 


Izzy tunes his guitar while Duff is trying to synchronize with Steven 

They are nervous. | can tell. This is the first time they are playing as a band again. The first time in ages. 
Slash puts the strap of his Les Paul over his head and winks at me. I'm excited. This is the original line up of 
Guns 'n' Roses and | am the first to witness this historic moment of a reunion. 


If | haven't been already madly in love with every single one of them, | would fall for them right now. 


Izzy throws Axl a confused look. 
‘Speak up, man. You've gotta say which one to play: 
‘| don't mind. Just pick something. Axl shrugs and takes a sip of his water bottle. 


Slash looks up at me and smiles. 


‘Why won't you pick the first one, sweetheart? He says. 

Was he serious? The first rehearsal in what - 20 years? - and l'm the one to pick the first song? 

Wow, this gotta be an epic one. 

‘What about "sweet child"? This one's epic: | say. 

Slash snorts. ‘God, | fucking hate that song: 

‘Ask me how much | hate that song, fucker’ Axl chuckles. 

Izzy rolls his eyes. ‘Damn, she's right. That song's our only number one hit. If you like it or not: 

Slash groans and fumbles a pick out of his pocket. 

‘| fucking hate you for talking me into that song because of that riff. It will hound me until | am six feet under. 


| swear: 


| can't help but give them a snort. | love those guys so much but that arguing all the time is pulling on my 
nerves. 

‘Don't be fucking pussies about this and play that song. | would do it myself, but. | point to my huge belly. «.. 
fucking pregnant here: 

‘Shut up, woman’ Axl says with a huge grin. ‘You're already bossing around everyone and you're not even in 
the fucking band: 

‘Nice to be bossed around by Mrs. Rose for a change: Duff chuckles. 


‘But I'll have the last word because you knocked me up: | say to Axl with a huge grin on my face. ‘And | didn't 
let my dad beat the shit out of you for it! 

Izzy chuckles while he's strumming some chords. 

‘Right. | hate you fucker! 

‘Hey! Axl cries out, holding his hands up in defense. ‘It's not entirely my fault, you know? And by the way: You 
don't beat up the father of your grandchild, for fucks sake: 

| can't help but laugh. They are all so adorable. 


‘Izzy's gonna be the granddad of Axls child’ Slash laughs out. ‘Anyone else here who thinks that's some wicked 
shit? 

Izzy's still strumming his chords. He's so fucking cool. | exactly know why mom fell in love with him. 

‘| hate you too, fucker. He says to Slash straight-faced. 

Slash laughs out loud, waving his hand. ‘Oh come on You're just pissed you're not the only talent in the room 
anymore: 

Izzy raises an eyebrow. 

‘You've any idea how weird it is to get into a guitar shop for a new Gibson and the first thing that guy wants 
to sell you is a “Slash signature Les Paul"? He shakes his head, chuckling. ‘Every time | need to put up with 
that shit | want to scream: "I was in that band, too. You fucking moron." ' 

Axl chuckles and takes another sip of his water. 

‘So why don't you? 

‘Oh, please. I'm too old for this shit: Izzy says. ‘Now, could we just start rehearsing before anyone of us 
fucking dies of old age here? 


Just as Slash plays the first chords of "sweet child o'mine", | raise my hand. Axl throws me an annoyed look. 


‘Uhm, we're gonna need to take a break on that reunion thing: | say, forcing a smile on my face. 

Axl glares at me. 

Mel, if you're letting us take a toilet break again, | swear..' 

| shake my head, holding my belly. 

‘No! | say, letting out a huge sigh. ‘Maybe we should hold this reunion until after that litle girl is born’ 

Axl rolls his eyes and | feel the urge to slap him. The other guys are staring at me in shock. Fucking morons. 
Duff and Slash are fathers too. So these two must have been through this, right? 

| throw Slash a pleading look 


‘Which is exactly right now, guys: 


The End 


